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1 
Open this book and—hey! What’s happening? The light’s 
getting dim. A power cut? Can’t be. It’s daytime. A sunny 
afternoon—at least, it was sunny . . . Not any more. The 
atmosphere’s gone gray. Fog maybe. Yet there isn’t any fog. 
Or mist. Just grayness. Everywhere. Like a nightmare where 
there’s no colour and no time. 

Time! The clock’s stopped ticking. The music on the 
transistor’s cut out too. In the middle of a beat. Weird! 
Spooky! 

You run outside. Stillness. Nothing stirs. The leaves on 
the trees hang motionless. No breeze to rustle them. A bird, 
wings spread, remains suspended in mid-flight. Defying 
gravity. A motorcycle about to turn a corner at an acute angle 
stays at that angle, yet neither bike nor rider topples over. A 
track-suited jogger, elbows bent, fists clenched, balances on 
one leg, the other ready to be lowered to the ground. Yet it 
doesn’t lower. The jogger remains rigid. A statue. Frozen in 
motion. Just like the woman-shopper behind him and the 
delivery-boy in front of him. 

The delivery-boy is near you. You speak to him. 

‘Is that for me?’ 

The smile on his face doesn’t waver. The eyes look 
steadfastly ahead. You try to take the package he’s holding. 
No way. The fingers clasp it in a firm, immovable grip. - 

You are surrounded by statues. It is as if you have stepped 
into a waxworks museum. Only these immobilized figures 
are real people. 

Wait! A movement. A noise... and a blue police box 
materializes and a man steps out. 4 


2-4 


He is tall, blue-eyed, has a mop of fair curly hair and wears 
‘a multicoloured outfit that almost defies description. He 
takes in the petrified scene, then spots you. 

‘Get inside!’ he orders. ‘Quickly, get inside!’ 

You obey. On the double. After all, he’s the Doctor, a 
Time Lord from Gallifrey, and the police box you’re going to 
enter is his time-travel capsule—the famous TARDIS. 


Turn to 56. 


2 
You must choose either. 
Path A leading to a plain beyond which there is a city. Go on 
to 45. 
Path B leading to a mountain towards which the Shikaris 
carried the Doctor. Go on to 141. 


3 
Proudly you march on, confident you will reach the plateau 
on Kerophysi well ahead of the Doctor. But you know what 
they say about pride. . . ! 

Shaped like an armadillo, but with the speed of a jackal, a 
Quarintalardus springs from a camouflaged burrow and 
grabs you by the scruff of the neck. There is a blur as you are 
given a short but sharp shake. Then the Quarintalardus, 
smacking its lips, departs, leaving you flat on your back. 

Don’t try to get up. With an incredible adroitness that 
. would incite envy in a Billingsgate fishmonger, you have 
been filleted. 


THE END 
4 
Clamps strap your waist and, with gathering momentum, a 
centrifuge begins to swirl. Faster . . . faster . . . the G force 
increases. 


Unless you can get off this colossal merry-go-round, you 


wed 
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will black out. But that is only the initial symptom. As the 
stress builds, you will suffer an internal rupturing, a disin- 
tegration of unimaginable proportions. Keep cool. Glib 
advice, but try. 

Round and round. Faster and faster. The clamps—study · 
them. Rigid. Unyielding. But they had to be constructed, 
maybe they can be dismantled. Round and round. Faster and 
faster. 

Pressure distorts your features into a rictus grimace. 
Vision, too, is affected. Everything is stretching, undulating. 
A bracket fastening the clamps is held by a nut. Attempting 
to extract a split pin that secures the nut, your fingers tremble 
as though they are submerged in glue. Round and round. 
Faster and faster. 

Fight the dizziness. Focus on the split pin. It's giving! The 
glue hampering your efforts is hardening. Any moment now 
and it will have the consistency of concrete. Hurry! Round 
and round. Faster and faster. 

The split pin is out. Your lungs are threatening to порае) 
Summon all your resources. Dig deep, unthread the nut. А · 
gray-out, precursor to the blackout, is impinging. Don't give 
up. 

The nut spins off. Immediately the clamps release their 
grip... and you are pitched through the papier-maché 
casing of the centrifuge's container. 

Soaring like a bird, you realize your troubles are not over. 
Unless you rocket into orbit, you will soon come down to 
earth with a bump. 


Turn to 155. 


5 
The sequence of the incinerating blasts is 1-4-2-3-6-4-5-8- 
6-7-10-8-9-12 
Did you get it? 
Add 1—add 3—minus 2—add 1—add 3 and so on. So you 
know when the twelve-second respite will come. 


6-7 


‘Eight seconds . . . nine seconds . . . Come on, Peri, run 
for your life!’ 


Turn to 26. 
If you were wrong, go on through a Doric-columned archway 
to 47. 


6 
Backtracking, the Doctor instructs you to assist in hoisting 
the wrought-iron gate from its hinges and placing it between 
the Force Fields. Immediately the connection is made, in- 
voking the principle that like poles repulse, the Force Fields 
are repelled. 

In the Doctor’s wake, you leap off the path and climb the 
steep mountain slope. The Shikaris give pursuit, their 
warring, honking cries coming closer as their heat-seeking 
eyes home in on you. 

Straining every sinew, the three of you clamber like 
mountain goats up an almost vertical scree. Then, as you 
reach the snowline, Peri’s repaired heel snaps off. 

‘Ouch! My ankle!’ Her flight is reduced to a hobble. 

. What now of the chasing Shikaris? How can they be 
outwitted? 

They can. The glacier looming in front of you provides the 
answer. 


If you can see the answer, go on to 114. 

If you cannot solve the dilemma, throw the dice. 
Throw 3 or 6, and go on to 74. 

Throw 1, 2, 4 or 5, and luck is with you. Turn to 114. 


7 
The elderly lady squints after Peri’s receding figure. ‘Pity.’ 
She adjusts her shawl. ‘I know a short-cut.’ 
. 'Peri'll come round when we've released the Doctor,’ you 
assure her. 
*Hmm. Let's get on with it.' She hobbles across a meadow 


bs 
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of swaying blue grass, coming to a halt on top of a bank that 
drops down to a rutted track. Huffing and puffing, she 
fusses, seeking a foothold. 

‘Here, let me go first.’ You leap nimbly onto the rutted 
track. “ГІ help y—’ A worthy but mistaken impulse. As your 
feet thud onto the track, you trigger a trap and a tubular 
capsule springs up, encasing you. 

There is a small port-hole through which you witness a 
remarkable transformation. The rheumaticky old lady’s 
hunched shoulders straighten. Her head becomes dis- 
dainfully erect and a harsh gaze contemplates you like a 
specimen on a laboratory slide. 

This compassionless woman is the Rani. She begins 
tapping a code оп а wrist-mini-transmitter. 

*What—what are you doing?” you quaver. 

‘Instructing my Time Destabilizer to despatch you into 
Limbo. Permanently. If you weren't such an inferior 
specimen, I might have used you. But you're not worth the 
effort.’ 

She gives the transmitter a final jab. On command, a 
maelstrom whirls you into a vacuum so bleak and sterile that 
even the word ‘nothing’ would be a positive term. 


THE END 
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“Hit the red tab, Peri,’ you call. 

‘Done.’ Excitedly. “The countdown’s cut out!’ 

“Turn the blue key.” 

“Key? ... Key? . . . Got it! OK, done!” 

“Now press down the mauve lever and—fingers 
crossed—the machine will stop—’ 

‘Wait!’ The Doctor rouses from his reverie. 

“Wait?” You're dumbfounded. ‘For what?’ 

‘The result of my contemplation.’ 

‘While you’ve been contemplating, we’ve discovered how 
to switch the thing off!’ 


— 
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*You've been very clever, my friend,’ he says, rising. His 
comment is sincere, but he is an old adversary of the Rani’s. He 
knows how horribly volatile her experiments can be. ‘If that 
contraption goes out of control a Time Maelstrom will ensue. 
Anticlockwise, and the Universe will swirl back to the terminal 
solidity of bone-crushing gravity. Clockwise, and the Universe 
will be projected forward into a searing blaze of infinite light.’ 

‘Well, we’re about to switch it off!’ 

“Ah, but I have a better proposition,’ he declares. “The Rani 
studied under Archimedes the Seventeenth in Gallifrey. What 
he could do with a micro-chip defies description. But he had 
one persistent quirk. He always programmed in a self-destruct 
mechanism.’ 

In a flurry of activity, the Doctor manipulates the controls. 
‘That’s it, I think.’ 


He thinks! How reckless can you get? Turn to 96. 


9 

The shadow cast by the vast wall affords you some protection, 
which is of solace in your isolation. Although, as this arduous 
journey continues, niggling credence as to the Doctor’s 
assessment of your chances begins intruding. Trudging over 
hill and dale, you are becoming convinced the wall cannot be 
breached. Nor does the prospect of scaling the great barrier 
seem feasible. 

An enormous moth flutters overhead, blocking out what 
light there is. An inspiration: if you could harness a hitch, 
maybe it might be cajoled into flying you over. A last resort, 
fraught with uncharted danger . . . but what other course is 
available? Stealthily, keeping downwind, you begin to creep 
towards the moth. Halt. Restlessly, the prodigious lepidoptera 
flexes its wings. Settles again. You’re closer now and thoughts 
about the perils of riding bareback present themselves. Still, 
nothing ventured, noth— 

Oh no! A devastating engine whine shatters the calm and the 
moth takes flight. 


10-11 


Riven with disappointment, you now have another hazard. 
The source of the racket. 


Turn to 110. 


10 
Tacking, you attempt to coax the slack sails of the yacht to fill 
out. But with virtually no breeze, progress is dismally slow. 

The turgid water does offer some consolation, however. An 
excess of salt provides excellent buoyancy and also ensures 
freedom from any form of marine life. Below the surface, that 
is. Above is another story. 

In the vee-formation that is associated with migratory birds, 
a flock of wide-winged buzzards swoop. Not to attack. Their 
intention is more subtle. The downdraught from their flapping 
wings billows your sails. Progress is now far from slow. 

But, as you might suspect, the assistance is not benevolent. 
Try as you may, thrusting the rudder this way and that, you are 
unable to steer. The swooping, wheeling buzzards ordain your 
course. The enveloping mist thins and an island comes into 
view. Only it isn’t an island but the smoking top of a volcano 
jutting out of the lake. Resign yourself to the inevitable. The 
yacht will, and does, beach. 

In poses reminiscent of the hapless inhabitants of the ex- 
cavated Pompeii, many remains of earlier shipwrecked 
mariners are petrified in the solidified lava that fringes the 
volcano. A rumbling belch and a red-hot dollop of molten lava 
is vomited inexorably towards you . . . 


THE END 


11 
Lingering only until the Shikaris depart, hauling the uncon- 
scious Doctor with them, you and Peri abandon the TARDIS 
and attempt to follow. You have to take great care because, 
remember, one look from an infra-red eye and you'll be 
discovered: 


12 


“Not too close,’ advises Peri. "We've no idea just how 
powerful that infra-red eye is. Nor what range it can cover.’ 

‘Some friends!’ you mutter, listening to the muted, almost 
melancholy, honking of the Shikaris as they carry the Doctor 
away. 

‘If the Doctor says they are friends, then they are! He’s got 
his faults, but lying isn’t one of them.’ 

‘Then why? 

‘Search me. Down!’ She pushes you flat behind a dense 
thicket. The Shikari in the rear had turned to look back. 

Did he sense you? You stay there . . . Waiting . . . Until 
the sound of the honking grows faint. 

“ОК.” You rise. ‘Let’s get on.’ 

‘Hold it!’ Peri has been examining, without touching, the 
foliage on the thicket. 

‘What is it now?’ you ask impatiently. 

‘Not too sure. Could be poisonous.’ 

‘Could be? Don’t you know! You’re a biologist, for pity’s 
sake!’ Anxiety makes you aggressive. The kidnapped Doctor 
can no longer be seen. You feel you are losing the trail. You 
must get on. 

‘It’s a hybrid. That means it may not conform to the 
regular characteristics of the species.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘Don’t chance going through. Let’s make our way round 
and avoid the thicket.’ 

A detour? How far? The thicket appears to stretch into 
infinity! What will you do? Go round? Or risk being 
poisoned? Yet how much of a risk is it? Peri’s not sure. And 
the Doctor's getting farther away by the second... . 


If you choose to avoid the thicket, turn to 22. 
If you prefer to chance going through, turn to 72. 


12 
You have been maladroit in trailing the Rani. A hundred 
paces from her TARDIS, she pauses to tap a message on her 
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wrist-mini-transmitter. The unexpected action strands you . 


without cover. Her Shikari escorts swirl their electrostatic 
nets. 

‘Stand absolutely still and you won't be hurt.’ You know 
the effect of the nets and so obey. In graceful, unhurried 
strides the beautiful Time Lady saunters to you. Her head- 
to-toe appraisal of you is equally unhurried. Can you feel 
your heart beating? You should. Her evaluation will decide 
your future . . . if any! 

‘Hmm. Maybe...’ She flicks a pinch of sparkling 
powder into your face, anaesthetizing your limbs. Just your 
brain remains alert. What is she doing? Flipping open a 
snuff-box, only the content is not snuff. The box contains 
wriggling, green maggots. Selecting a prime specimen, she 
brushes your lips with it. 

‘Swallow!’ Not a request. 

As the squirming impregnated parasite slips down your 
gullet, that last outpost of self—your brain—atrophies. 

There is another recruit to the Rani’s army of zombies . . . 


THE END 


13 
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Acid drips constantly from the cavern’s roof over a multitude 
of jagged stalactites. 

‘Look carefully at those monstrosities,’ the Doctor shouts 
from the entrance. He is waiting for Peri, whose progress, 
because of her ricked ankle, is slower. 

‘Monstrosities’ is not too strong an adjective. The 
stalactites have devolved into the shape of petrified bodies: 
arms outstretched in desperate pleading; mouth and eye 
sockets gaping wide—dumb cavities now that the acid had 
dissolved away the tongues and pupils. The pathetic remains 
of adventurers who have risked this route and failed, who 
hang there, scourged by the caustic liquid. Warning monu- 
ments to the unwary, whose numbers you may swell if you 
stumble at this hurdle. 


You won't if you can solve this rebus puzzle. 


TROURUBLE. 
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If you work out the rebus puzzle, turn to 48. 
If not, throw the dice. 

An even number, and move on to 27. 

An odd number, and move on to 120. 


14 


14 

Boldness should be chaperoned by courage, and you are 
going to need every ounce of courage you possess. The 
courtyard is ringed by Shikari warriors. Perfect specimens, 
trim, lithe, in their prime, they represent a proud elite. None 
more so than the regal specimen who detaches himself from 
the blockade and moves towards you. 

‘Remain absolutely still.’ Restrained yet imperative, the 


Doctor is sombrely earnest. The regal Shikari kneels beside | 


Orandar’s body. 

“Your son died helping us, Umidorus.’ There is no rancour 
in the Doctor’s statement, only sorrow. 

Umidorus does not respond. Instead he covers the mortal 
wound made by the shard. Then, brushing a tear from his 
Cyclops eye, he looks at your group. ‘Word was passed to me 
that you had returned to Pyro Shika, Doctor.’ 

‘I wish that our reunion could have been in happier 
circumstances.’ 

*Umidorus, revenge your son! Kill the Doctor!’ The Rani 
is poised at the top of the magnificent stairway that climbs to 
the Temple. ‘Kill them all!’ 

“Тһе Cryogenates killed Orandar, not us,’ you protest. 

‘They were her creatures,’ Peri adds. 

“You have been warned of the consequences if you disobey 
me.’ The Rani is growing shrill with impatience. 

A restlessness ripples along the line of Shikari warriors but 
is precipitately checked by a gesture from their mourning 
chieftain. 

“Umidorus, the Great Fountain in your Temple is not of 
water? 

*Doctor, you pick the darndest moments to start 
academic—’ 

“Peri! Don't interrupt the Doctor!’ You sense there is more 
than idle curiosity in his question. 

‘No. It is a tower of white heat. The Giver of Life,’ replies 
Umidorus. 
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The Doctor nods. The information confirms his own 
hypothesis. ‘Power. Generated by an iron core that revolves in 
the heart of your planet. A great dynamo.’ 

‘Doctor, please,’ Peri wails. 

He ignores her. ‘When you called the Fountain The Giver of 
Life—built a Temple to it—your instincts were right.’ 

‘What is the reason for these words?’ Umidorus demands. 

‘He has none. He's just using his glib tongue to save his skin.’ 
The Rani is lying. She realizes where the Doctor’s logic is 
taking him. 

‘If the Rani is allowed to harness the Great Fountain for her 
Time Destabilizer, the Shikari planet will enter an Ice Age.’ 

‘Kill the babbling fool! Now!’ Even from this distance you 
can hear the anxiety in the Rani’s voice. 

‘The lush forests and fertile plains that form the Shikari 
hunting-grounds get their heat not from the faraway sun but 
from the Great Fountain.’ The Doctor’s urgency is under- 
pinned by conviction. 

‘He lies!’ screams the Rani. 

Umidorus rises. ‘You have never lied to me. Or harmed my 
people, Doctor.” He turns his baleful eye on the Rani. “She сап 
no longer blackmail us. We have nothing to lose by doing as 
Orandar did. He showed great wisdom. Tell us what you want, 
Doctor.’ 

On unspoken command, the Shikari warriors turn to con- 
front the Rani. 

“You primitive imbeciles. Do you imagine you can outwit 
me?’ Despite the mutiny, the Rani is not defeated. She stabs at 
her bracelet-mini-transmitter. 


Turn to 119. 


15 
Shrill, high-decibel squeaks, punctuated by chesty grunts, 
reverberate along the duct. 
‘Who, or what, is kicking up that unholy racket?’ quavers 
Peri. 


16 


‘Lost souls,’ you suggest, unhelpfully. The uncanny 
sounds have raised goose-bumps. 

‘The call of the Ratapes,’ replies the Shikari. ‘Rats that 
have been crossed with apes.’ 

“More of the Rani's gruesome prototypes!’ A statement, 
not a question, from Peri. 

Sheer terror heightens your claustrophobia. Are the mis- 
begotten mutants on the loose in the duct? 

‘Steady!’ Peri shrieks. In your panic you are butting into 
her. 

“We are nearly there,’ comforts the Shikari. Shamefaced, 
you regain control even though the discordant noise has not 
abated. 

Light floods into the shaft as the Shikari punches out a 
grating and leaps to the ground. Gratefully, you and Peri 
accept his assistance and join him. 

Confronting you is a vast paddock constructed of gleaming 
metallic alloy panels. From its interior the squealing grunts 
reach fever-pitch as the mutants get your scent. 

“What is that?’ you and Peri ask in unison. 

*The-Maze of the Ratapes.' 


Turn to 79. 


16 
Bump! There is no soft landing in the octagonal room 
panelled with full-length mirrors. Nor do you derive comfort 
from the repeated images that surround you. For reflected in 
each mirror is the Rani. 

Laughing at your undignified arrival, she taps a tab on her 
bracelet-mini-transmitter. A shower of fine droplets sprays 
over you. 

- “In sixty seconds you will be reduced to a permanent 
catatonic state.’ Her image vanishes, to be replaced by 
reflections of yourself awaiting the irreversible onset of 
muscular rigidity and mental stupor. 


Turn to 144. 


Moe 
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Just how physically fit you are will be tested by Orandar, the 
Shikari. Trotting, jogging, he guides the three of you from 
the valley to a wall. 

Never short of a colourful remark, Peri is speechless. As 
you are. The edifice looming up is astounding. The nearest 
comparison would be the Great Wall of China. Massive cubes 
of granite, expertly cemented together, stretch East and 
West into infinity. And height, well, the Empire State 
Building would be diminutive. 

“Wow! What price the pyramids now—!’ You are 
churlishly dragged into the undergrowth. 

‘If you value your life, you'll stop behaving like a gormless 
tourist!’ The Doctor never has suffered fools gladly. 

Cautiously, you peer over a knoll and find yourself in 
agreement with him. There are four entrances in the vast 
wall, each of which is guarded by mighty towering 
humanoids. They have been fed on a protein concoction of 
the Rani's and their muscular frames have been developed to 
proportions that would dwarf Goliath. You are the size of the 
smallest digit on the flexing, bone-crushing fists. At best, 
Orandar's electrostatic net could inflict a mere gnat's bite 
upon these giants. 

“We'll never get in that way, you proclaim to Peri, 
soliciting her acquiescence. 

- Noresponse. She is scowling at the Doctor. ‘Are you going 
to tell us?’ she demands of the Time Lord. 

‘Very perceptive of you, Peri. Yes, I do have a theory,’ he 
admits. 

*A theory! 

"There's no need to be disparaging. I believe one of those 
monsters is a hologram,' the Doctor asserts, airily. 

*Even if you're right, how can we tell which one is the 
hologram?' you ask. 

‘Make a mistake and we'll get our heads bitten off. 
. Literally!’ Peri, as always, looks on the bright side! 


18-19 


‘Come now. The answer is not that difficult. It’s been with 
us since we landed on Pyro Shika.’ 


Do you know what he is talking about? Can you come up with 
the answer? Turn to 130. 


18 

Metallic, hinged tentacles rise from the seething surface. A 
subterranean robot octopus is dredging and abrasively 
scouring the sewer, scooping up and dismembering any 
foreign bodies. A designation that certainly includes you! If 
the merciless automaton reaches you, it will dispose of you as 
an unwanted lump of flotsam! Peri, Orandar and the Doctor 
retreat. 


But there 15 a second choice. 

Between you and the ravaging dredger is an intersection. 
-You can dash for the intersection and turn to 158. 

Or . . . you can go after the others and turn to 106. 


19 
You step into the hospitable embrace of an Iron Maiden. But 
this is no medieval torture-casket: an inverted pincushion so 
favoured by the Inquisition. This is a desiccator. 

Invented by the Rani, the desiccator has a strictly 
utilitarian purpose. Those rapier-sharp spikes plunging into 
you with the skill of an acupuncturist are extractors. They 
will drain you of all useable fluids and substances to replenish 
the Rani’s stock. When the super-efficient extractors have 
finished, your remains will not fill a thimble. 


THE END 
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You can’t simply throw in the towel. Coming this far is proof 
you’re no quitter. Every impasse has been surmountable. 
Why should this, the climax, be the exception? 

The console with an array of tabs, levers, keyholes and 
toggles is incomprehensible to you. Is there something 
hidden in the vicinity that will unravel the mystery? 

If only the Destabilizer’s pendulum would stop the re- 
lentless ticking. You don’t need reminding time is running 
out! 

Hold fire. The pendulum. Left, right, left, right. What is 

-the design engraved on the polished disk? 

‘That design? Haven't I seen it before?” you ask Peri. 

‘Yes. On the wardrobe. Three concentric rings. The 
Rani's logo,’ she replies, disinterestedly. 

More than that, surely. Can you see? The logo symbolizes 
the three trailing arms of your galaxy, the Milky Way. The 
Sagittarius arm is nearest the nucleus, then the Orion arm 
and, further out, the Perseus arm. 

“These letters. I haven't noticed those before.’ Peri, unlike 
the Doctor, hasn’t completely given up hope. ‘D’you reckon 
they mean something?’ 


Well, do you? 

Make a close study, then take the most important decision since 
starting this adventure. Be absolutely convinced. The Rani is 
infinitely devious. It's not beyond her to misdirect you de- 
liberately into catastrophe. A mistake now will blow the whole 
operation. Come to that, blow the Universe asunder too. 
Scrutinize the logo and its background on 21. 

If you believe you can compile the answer, turn to 128. 
Should you spurn that possibility, throw the dice. 

If with three throws you reach a total of 10 or more, turn to 
136. 

If with three throws your total is less than 10, turn to 86. 


21 


22-24 


22 е 
. Reluctance dogs Peri. ‘Never take anything at its face value.’ 
An enigmatic exhortation. 

“Why d’you say that?’ you ask. 

‘Tve had a taste of the Rani’s bag of tricks,’ is Peri’s pessimistic 
response. She remembers from a previous encounter the Rani’s 
facility for ingenious chicanery. Unwisely, you’re not im- 
pressed. On the contrary, Peri is coming over as a bit of a wet 
blanket. ‘While we’re pussyfooting around, jumping at every 
shadow, the Doctor's getting further into the mire!” 

Ignoring the old adage about less haste, you stalk on. You 
come to a gap in the thicket. Branches form an arbor and, not 
waiting for the lagging Peri, you go through. 


Turn to 122. 


23 
Entering the corridor in pursuit of Peri, you become acutely 
aware of how different spatial concepts are in a TARDIS. In 
addition to the extensive Control Room, the ‘wardrobe’ also 
encompasses an array of ante-chambers. 
A disturbance from a recess invites inspection but, in un- 
familiar territory, you proceed warily. 


Turn to 62. 


24 
Events, people, happenings, crowd in, bombarding your mind, 
patting it like a shuttlecock across the longitudes and latitudes 
of Time. 

Vaguely you perceive the door opening. Orandar is there. 
You want to shout a warning. But your vocal chords are unable 
to receive communication from your brain. A cascade of 
twinkling, sparkling stars are descending upon you. It is an 
electrostatic net. Oblivion. 


The drawstring is tightened and you are dragged across the 


oh 
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floor and out into the courtyard. Orandar had seen where you 
went. A glance into the poky chamber alerted him to the folly of 
entering, so he cast his net, catching you like a fish. 


Turn to 90. 


25 
The Auxiliary Power Boost worked. The hatches held. The 
TARDIS did not come apart at the seams. You are now 
hurtling through Time and Space towards your target: the 
awesome Time Destabilizer. But where is the target? 

The Doctor, satisfied that all is well with his incredible 
machine, has narrowed it down to three possible places — the 
planet of Hipuskyra, the planet of Pyro Shika or the Moon of 
Kerophysi. 


Which? 

The answer lies hidden in this puzzle. 

The letters of each word are in the wrong order. 

To help you unscramble them, here is a clue—like you in your 
present predicament, many of these are endangered species! 


Solve the nine words, then take the first letter of each answer. 
Arrange these correctly, and they will give you the name of the 
place where you will find the Time Destabilizer. 
Check your answer by turning to 64. 

If you cannot solve the puzzle, then throw the dice. 

An even number turn to 121. 

An odd number, turn to 75. 


26-27 


26 
As you апа Peri make your death-defying dash through the 
ravine the macabre charnel powder blocks your nostrils and 
coats your throat in dust. You are too parched to speak as you 
stumble on towards a grove of trees. 

And what a grove! Nectarines, oranges and peaches, ripe and 
full of juice, hang at shoulder-height from laden branches. A 
small brook with crystal-clear running water burbles nearby. 
The answer to your prayer. 

Is it? Can you be certain the water is drinkable? Is the fruit as 
innocently edible as it seems? Peri cautions you with a signal. 
She cannot speak. The saliva on her tongue has dried up. Her 
lips are beginning to crack. So are yours. Yousimply must have 
liquid! 


Must! Throw the dice. 

Throw 1, take a peach and turn to 82. 

Throw 2, take a nectarine and turn to 68. 

Throw 4, 5, or 6, take an orange and turn to 89. 
Throw 3, drink the crystal-clear water and turn to 123. 


27 
Avoiding the dripping acid and averting your gaze from the 
gangrenous green stalactites, you hesitantly continue into the 
cavern. A twilight world that tests your nerve. - 

What was that? А fluttering of wings? Silence. Perhaps 
you’ve been rash, stupid even, in pushing on alone. 

Another fluttering of wings! Many of them! From up 
above . . . vague silhouettes that move. Oh no! What is it that 
haunts your nightmares? Bats! And, like everything else on this 
forsaken planet, gargantuan! Mesmerized, rooted to the spot, 
you observe a webbed silhouette detach itself from the ranks 
and glide effortlessly down to settle like a shroud upon you . . . 
The fine soft fur of its underbelly tickles your cheek as the 
pliant velvety mouth seeks your throat. 

A vampire! No. A gentle needle-fine prick punctures the 
skin and injects venom. With benign consideration, the 


28-29 


creature carries you to the roof and ranges you alongside those 
other misbegotten intruders. As the venom swiftly courses 
from the artery into the veins and capillaries, you realize you are 
metamorphosing into a stalactite. 


THE END 


28 
Your ascent to the manhole would have done credit to a 
steeplejack. Your savvy would have been ona par witha jackass! 
As you pop out into the open, an electrostatic net stuns you. 

‘Earthling, you have impressed me. To have got this far is an 
achievement I would not have thought you capable of.’ The 
Rani’s voice penetrates your befuddled senses. There is also a 
strange floating sensation. Not without reason. Suspended 
from a hydraulic hoist, you are about to be dipped into a large, 
transparent pickling vat. ‘I will preserve you as a prime 
specimen of an inferior species.’ 

Some consolation! Submerged in the pickling gel, only your 
brain and eyes still function. You are not alone. The Rani, in 
her Time-Travels through the galaxies, has garnered many 
‘prime specimens’. There must be some twenty pickling vats, 
each containing seven or eight aliens. 

Rubbing shoulders with you is a Neptunianos: a scaled 
triped with multicoloured fins and a plumed dolphin-like head. 
The creature gazes at you dolefully and telepathically conveys a 
sombre message. ‘Abandon hope, Earthling, there is no 
escape +... 


THE END 


29 
The Shikari shield. ‘May I?’ The Doctor borrows Orandar’s 
shield: remember, the chief’s son used it for the morse-code 
signal. You are unable to suppress a smile. Say what you like 
about the Doctor, he’s got style: albeit a mite grandiloquent. 
Even Peri, used to his performances, permits a grin. 


30 


Buffing the mirrored surface of the shield with his sleeve, 
he grandly thrusts it into the beam of an electronic eye. The 
laser ray blasts and is reflected back on itself—burnout. 

‘Come, my children!’ Your deliverer, the shield extended, 
preceded by boomeranging laser rays, leads you to the 
skylight. 

‘After you.’ His courtesy is overweening as he flips the 
hatch open. 

Before you can accept the Doctor’s offer, there is a tre- 
mendous flash of light. A blaze so intense everything appears 
bleached. Your companions could be figures in a negative. 
When normality returns, the jollity inspired by the Doctor’s 
buffoonery has been banished. 

‘Another cosmic explosion,’ you suggest. 

“Yes. I've been expecting it. Most nova are binary. Two- 
star systems,’ he explains. “The Rani’s idea of tidying up, no 
doubt. Let’s hope she doesn’t use her infernal Time Des- 
tabilizer to mess around with Black Holes. Could turn the 
Universe inside out. Then where would we be?’ He glares at 
the three of you. ‘Mind-boggling, isn’t it?” Awestruck, you 
nod. ‘Then why, may I ask, are you hanging about on this 
stupid roof?’ 


For the Time Lord, time is running out. Turn to 104. 


30 


noon 
radar 
dud 
pup 
gag 
deed 
madam 
pip 
rotator 
peep 
level 
reviver 


31-33 


If you had these palindromes correct, take path (c) and turn to 
133. 
If not, turn to 2. 


31 
The claustrophobia is oppressive. You try to claw out of the 
vent. 

‘Have no fear.’ The Shikari’s voice is hollow, husky, but 
surprisingly gentle. ‘My desire is to help. Although in doing so, 
I risk losing my life.’ Could this be a crafty sales pitch? “The 
Rani has ordered your capture and destruction. I wish you to 
survive so that we may save the Doctor.’ Is this true? Does he 
know the Doctor? ‘Please follow me. It will be necessary to 
crawl on knees and elbows. The dimensions inside this duct are 
midget-sized.” Lying almost prone, he squirms along the 
cobwebby shaft. ‘And, please, no sound. Remember, my life, 
as yours, is liable to be forfeit.’ 


Can he be trusted? 

You could kick out the grating and leap down into the underpass. 
But what then? 

Suppose a Shikari net awaits? 

Quelling her misgivings, Peri wriggles along the duct after the 
Shikari. 

You decide to follow. Turn to 15. 


\ 32 
THE ANTIDOTE IS IN THE MIDDLE BOTTLE 
You grab it and swallow. Turn to 58. 
If you did not surmise that the vowels were missing and came up 
with the wrong answer, turn to 144 and throw the dice. 


33 

. Ever heard of the Loch Ness Monster? That prehistoric serpent 
claimed to exist at the bottom of a lake in Scotland? Ever 
wondered if it really exists? If the yarns of monster-sightings are 
true? 3 
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Wonder no more. For as you pull on the oars of the 
rowing-boat you find yourself lifted up on an elongated | 
curved spine. A fleshy, forked tail lashes angrily, causing 
disruptive currents that send your primitive craft hurtling 
into a sargasso inlet. Its hull splinters on the rocks, stranding 
you like a snail prised from its protective shell, exposed to the 
malevolent beady eyes in the reptilian skull. Hoops of the 
undulating body project above the surface as it loops towards 
you. 

Wielding an oar baseball-bat fashion, you whack the 
horned head. Then, as if scoring a home run, you race inland. 

The creature sinks from view. The water calms again. But 
you hare back to the Doctor. 


Turn to 127. 


34 
The Milky Way 15 one of 30,000,000,000 spiral galaxies. Not 
30,000, as stated. 
The nearest star to the solar system is 4.3 light-years away. 
You chose wrongly and must go through the amber door. Turn 
10 19. 


35 
Breathless, filling your lungs with the rancid air, you come 
abreast of the Doctor on the rim of Kerophysi’s high plateau. 
Despite the malodorous perfume underfoot, the ochre and 
purple aura is not without a compensating attraction. 
Equally pleasing is a lavish Bedouin tent pitched in the centre 
of the plateau. 

‘Made of leather,’ the Doctor indicates the tent, ‘or a 
similar material. Otherwise the Quarintalarduses would have 
gobbled it up.’ 

‘What d'you reckon's inside?’ murmurs Peri. Just what 
you are wondering. 

‘Well, we won’t know until we look, that’s for sure.’ The 
Doctor, too, is not above stating the obvious. 


35 


‘Unless...’ you pause, not wanting to seem 
faint-hearted. ‘Unless it’s a Judas goat.’ The Doctor is staring 
at you. 


Tm sorry,’ you apologize. ‘It’s just a thought.’ 

“Апа an excellent опе.” Не is nodding his approval. ‘No 
need to be defensive about using your brains, is there, Peri?’ 
Teasing Peri, even in moments of danger, is the Doctor’s 
favourite sport. 

‘Now, if there is a decoy, what unpleasant surprise can 
there be?’ 

‘Just as important, where are they? The unpleasant 
surprises, I mean.’ Peri is determined not to be left out. 

‘Lend me your belt.’ Assuming agreement, he whips Peri’s 
ornamental belt from her jacket. Using the belt as a sling, he 
hurls a chunk of stinkstone towards the tent. With a small 
plume of dust, it falls short. Immediately a Quarintalardus 
springs from a camouflaged burrow and swallows the missile. 
Could be the area about the tent is honeycombed with 
malevolent burrows. 

‘Hmm. I think I can see the answer. Follow me!’ The 
Doctor stalks to a large boulder balanced on the escarpment’s 
rim and pats it. Raising her eyebrows, Peri offers you some 
advice. 

‘Don’t bother to ask. He’s usually right. That’s what 
makes him so infuriating.’ 

‘Put your shoulders to this and shove!’ says the Doctor. All 
three of you do, and the boulder rolls down the steep incline, 
dislodging more boulders and rocks in a clattering avalanche. 

‘Run!’ The Doctor is yelling. ‘Run!’ From all over the 
plateau, attracted by the sounds of fragmenting rocks, 
Quarintalarduses quit their hideouts and race to what, for 
them, is a Gargantuan feast. 

You just manage to evade the stampede and hurry to the 
tent. The Doctor is already inside, inspecting a pulsating 
beam on a metallic totem-pole. 

“А decoy.’ He is angry. “We should never have come here. 
This is broadcasting a decoy signal.’ 


<a 
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*We've been lured away from the Time Destabilizer,’ Peri 
explains. 

*Do you have to be so pedantic? Isn't that what I've just 
said?’ 

‘Perhaps if you two can settle the argument, we can get оп!” 
You are justifiably fed up with their bickering. 

“Where do you suggest?’ The Doctor makes no attempt to 
conceal his sarcasm. 

‘Maybe that will help.’ You indicate engravings chased on 
the totem-pole. Peri covers an impish grin at the Doctor’s 
discomfiture. 

‘Hum... well... yes. I think you have a point.’ He 
studies the hieroglyphics. 

‘The Doctor’s quite a linguist.’ Peri’s admiration is 
genuine. ‘If anyone can recognize the language, he can.’ 

‘Thank you, Peri.’ Modesty was never the Doctor’s strong 
suit. We must return to the TARDIS. Our next stop is Pyro 
Shika.’ 


Turn to 140. 


36 N 
The death hug. Instantaneous, all-embracing frostbite. You 
may be resigned to your fate but the last ditch is a familiar 
haunt of the Doctor’s. Almost losing his balance, he skids to 
the carboy of ethylene glycol and, tipping it onto its side, 
swamps the floor with the antifreeze. 

From the feet up, the Cryogenate begins to dissolve. But 
still it comes оп... and оп... Transfixed, goggle-eyed, 
you stare at the icy, twitching fingers. A blackout over- 
whelms you. 


Is this the end? 
Throw the dice. 
Throw snakes’ eyes, a 2, and turn to 102. 
Throw any other number, and turn to 83. 


37-38 


37 

- ‘Come on, the pair of you! The expressions on your faces are 
just right for the job of pall-bearers!’ In bounding strides, the 
Doctor has led you to the lyophilizing coffin. ‘Shoulders to 
it!’ 

Bewildered, you both permit yourselves to be 
press-ganged into humping the cumbersome coffin out of the 
TARDIS to the shark-infested moat. 

‘Halt!’ cries the Doctor, stopping the odd cortege right on 
the brink. The double-headed sharks leap and snap in 
frenzy. ‘When I give the command, throw the coffin in the 
moat.’ He reaches up and switches on the gas pump. ‘One, 
two, three, heave!’ 

The effect is almost instantaneous. The gas cools, then 
freezes the moat solid. With careless nonchalance, the 
Doctor steps on the ice and crosses. You and Peri do likewise. 


Turn to 65. 


- 38 
Orandar leaves the door slightly ajar and, through the narrow 
crack, you, Peri and the Doctor watch his noble head swivel 
through 180 degrees as he scans the marble courtyard for 
evidence of heat. 

‘I can sense no human or animal form, Doctor. But let me 
investigate further.’ 

- "They could be hiding. In an alcove or somewhere.’ Why is 
it this foreboding of disaster is haunting you? ‘What about 
robots?” 

‘Their heat would still be detected by—’ A cry of anguish 
rends the air. 

*Orandar!' you call despairingly, certain that disaster has 
struck... 


Turn to 80. 
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39 
Swirling their electrostatic nets, the Shikaris advance on the 
arcing grid. Waiting only for a signal from Umidorus, they hurl 
the nets in precise accord so that each wafting net overlaps the 
next. The sparking blanket descends on the rods. In an ex- 
plosion of flames, and spirals of smoke, the palisade is short- 
circuited. The hunters surge forward. 


Turn to 77. 


40 
Flasks grimed by sediment, test-tubes stained with the 
tidemarks of evaporated liquids, pipettes in sterilizing jars, a 
bench pitted with acid drips—all the paraphernalia of a working 
laboratory. 

But that’s where the similarity ends. For mid-stage are rows 
of tall, vertical twin cabinets flanked by banks of humming 
consoles. 

‘I guess I was wrong. The Doctor’s not in here.’ You are 
more interested in the monitor read-out, flicking methodically 
from a hundred to zero, than in Peri’s conclusion. “This place 
gives me the creeps. Let’s go.’ 

‘It has an air of evil.’ Orandar shares Peri’s foreboding. 

4...3...2...1.. „asthe read-out flickers to zero, the 
soft hum soars to a high-pitched chunter. Neon lights splutter 
on, illuminating the interior of a pair of cabinets. 

‘Doctor! Come out of there!’ Peri was right. The Doctor did 
enter the Rani’s lab. But now he is trapped in a cabinet. She 
clasps the handle to wrench open the door— 

‘Wait!’ You've seen something else. Beside him, in the 
adjoining cabinet, is another Doctor. 

“What? How? Which?’ Interrogatives tumble from Peri. 

‘Never mind the questions, let me out!’ snaps one Doctor. 

“Don't listen to him! I’m the Doctor you should be rescuing!’ 
snaps the other Doctor. The tone, the timbre, the inflection of 
the voices are identical. You, Peri and Orandar can only stare in 
awed silence. 


40 


‘Come along, Peri, you know me, surely!’ the first Doctor 
chides. 

‘For a biologist, your powers of observation are certainly 
poor!’ the second chides. 

Utter confusion. The two Doctors peer solemnly from their 
cabinets. Each a mirror-image of the other in appearance 
but—and you have yet to learn this—diametrically opposed in 
all other respects. 

‘If you hesitate much longer, it’ll be too late!’ says the first 
Doctor. 

"ТІ be assigned to the world of antimatter and this charlatan 
will take my place! says the second. 

"There has to be a balance,’ continues the first. ‘In order for 
him to enter the world of matter—our world—I have to be 
assigned to his.’ 

“Oh, what a tangled web we weave,” quotes the second. 

“When first we practise to deceive,” concludes the first. 

It really is impossible to differentiate between them. 

“He's my antimatter equivalent.’ The first. 

“Тһе positive to my negative.’ The second. 

‘Oh stop!” Peri claps her hands over her ears in distress. 

You’ve ventured into territory not easy to comprehend: the 
concept that since our world is made up of matter, there is also 
an equivalent world of antimatter. The two are completely 
incompatible and mutually destructive. But so great is the 
enigma that the Rani, concerned only with pure science, has not 
been able to resist the lure of attempting to penetrate the 
antimatter existence. 

The neon lights pulsate. Both Doctors appear to fade, then 


harden. The transference progresses. 


*We've got to get the Doctor out!’ Peri screams. 
8 в 


Yes . . . but which Doctor? For to open the wrong cabinet and 
release the bogus Doctor will mean your doom. 

Is there a way to identify the true Time Lord? 

There is. You have been given a hint. 

Study the picture on 41 and you will discover a clue. 

Then turn to 60. 
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42 
Tm amazed!’ snorts the Doctor. ‘Did you doze through 
chemistry lessons?” 

“Doctor, if you don't come down off your high horse, PU 
give our friend the answer to what was a very difficult 

- question.’ Peri is quite willing to steal his thunder. 

*Oh, very well,’ he concedes. ‘Ethylene glycol. Chemical 
formula HOCH;CH;OH. In layman's language, antifreeze. 
The fluid that keeps automobile radiators from freezing in 
winter.’ 


Turn to 63. 
43 


By joining the dots that represent a top-elevation of the arcing 
rods, the words 


KILL KILL 


can be formed. 

Did you get this? If so, turn to 39. 

If you came up with a different solution, you have failed, and 
are condemned to run the megavolt gauntlet of arcing rods. 
You fail. 


THE END 


44-46 


44 
The glazing of the earthenware aqueduct and the swiftly 
flowing water make it impossible for you to remain upright. 
Rapidly you are swept along to the building complex. In the 
hurly-burly of the turbulence, your destination is obscured. 
Abruptly, a miniature waterfall deposits you in a calmer pool. 


Turn to 117. 


45 
Path A brings you to the perimeter of a plain, a flat stretch of sap- 
phire-blue desert. Away on the horizon, blurred by heat haze, isa 
Byzantine-styled city. A landscape by Turner, except he would 
have used turbulent oranges and yellows and not languid blues. 

Your spirits are lifted and in a surge of elation, positive that 
the Time Destabilizer is within reach, you step forward. The 
sand is deep. Too deep? Why should it be? You've walked on 
beaches before and this is characteristic. Progress is inevitably 
slow. You always have to tug your foot out after each step. Only 
isn't it getting more difficult? 

Euphoria waning, you have a sinking feeling. More than a 
feeling. The sand is over your knees . . . upto your waist . . . 
sucking you down... lapping your shoulders . . . blue 
granules tickle your nostrils . . . 

The last seen of you isa hand as you pushitupinto the air in the 
forlorn hope of attracting someone’s—anyone’s —attention. 


But there is nobody about. Remember, you were too impatient to 
watt for Peri . . . 


THE END 


46 
Delaying only until the Rani and her Shikari escorts disappear 
from view, you rap on the wardrobe door. 
Similar in basic design to the Doctors TARDIS, the 
interior of the Rani’s TARDIS is burnished in silver, which 


EM 
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glints and sparkles from the numerous bottles, flasks and 
beakers cramming racks of glass shelves. Dominating the 
silvery setting is an imposing Control Console from whose 
midst spirals a series of gravity-defying concentric rings. All 
this you barely take in. What grabs your attention is the 
perspex coffin with its lyophilizing occupant. 

“I can’t get him out! I can’t!’ In her distress, Peri is 
panicking. A rigidity is afflicting the hapless Doctor. His 
normally rosy-cheeked complexion is developing an ominous 
blue tinge. ‘She’s deep-freezing him!’ Peri batters the coffin 
lid with her fists. “We need an axe—a hammer—anything!’ 
Before you can stop her, she dashes into the corridor. 

Alone now, you study the combination-lock. Etched upon 
its bevelled plinth are microscopic characters. Is this just 
decoration? Or—a smidgen of hope—could this be a code for 
the releasing mechanism? You peer at the minuscule 
numbers more closely. They are divided into groups— 


19,3,10,11,21 9,4,5,19,21,2,2,16 14,2,9,21 
21,2,16 19,3,10,11,21 2,14,2,22,2,16 
14,2,9,21 253,10;11,21 19:5.10.1171 


21. 11719.2.2 14,2,9,21 20,2,22,2,16 


T'wo items of information: E is the most frequently used letter, 
and vowels seem to be to the forefront of the Rani’s mind. 
Can you decipher the code? 

If so, yell to Peri and turn to 85. 

If not, you have two choices. 

Switch off the gas pump and at least halt the freezing process. 
Or go after Peri. 

The decision will be made by the throw of the dice. 

An odd number, and you switch off the gas and turn to 103. 
An even number, and you go after Peri and turn to 23. 


47 
A cacophony of raucous applause deafens you and Peri. The 
Doric-columned archway you recklessly came through is the 
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entrance to an amphitheatre whose encircling tiers are 
crammed with bizarre spectators. 

Without exception, they are mutants from the Rani’s 
experiments: discards whom she is humouring in case she has 
further use for them. There are mammals with fish- heads and 
vice versa, reptiles crossed with birds; a twenty- metre python 
has a vulture’s beak and claws. Others, from planets unknown 
to you, provide even weirder combinations. A plump rotund, 
feathered torso has a head very similar to a dinosaur’s. Next to 
it, filling twelve seats like a linked paper-chain, is a multiple 
replica of a Siamese-dozen duck-billed sloths: the consequence 
of a cloning that went into chain reaction. Some of these aber- 
rations are caged lest they eat their neighbours. Allare deliriously 
excited by your appearance. 

A glance at the legend above the Doric-columned archway 
explains the stir your arrival is causing. It reads: 

‘GLADIATORS’. 

‘Gladiators? Us?’ you gulp. A portcullis clangs into place. 
There can be no retreat. Slowly, like a majestic cinema 
organ, a multi-barrelled turret rises from a pit. 

‘Quickly, grab one of these!’ orders Peri. 

Propped against the wall are oblong heat-deflectors. You 
are only just in time. One of the barrels spits a ball of fiery 
energy that bounces off the deflector and ricochets around 
the arena. You are truly fighting for your life. 

Another fireball hurtles towards you. The grotesque 
spectators roar their approval as you are jarred from head to 
toe. Anger, charged with adrenalin, spurs you into action. 

‘Between us we'll beat it!’ you yell to Peri. 

‘How?’ 

“Use the deflectors to turn the fireballs back onto it!” 

The first attempt fails, but Peri, quick on the uptake, gets 
the message. She waits for a ricochet and twists the de- 
flector. The fireball buckles two of the barrels. Relentlessly, 
the turret spirals, firing from the remaining four barrels. 

*Yeeuck! That was close!’ Your sleeve is singed. 

Nimbly, you and Peri skip every whichway—two more 
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barrels are put out of commission. Peri stumbles and there is 
a roar, signifying that the crowd expects a kill. Frantically 
you drop to one knee, shielding her. An arm-juddering thud 
almost rips the deflector from your grip. Luck is with you. A 
chance rebound has neutralized another barrel. Just one 
remains. But your arms are aching. Only by a superhuman 
effort are you able to keep the deflector up as ball after 
infernal ball spits at you. 

‘Don’t give in,’ begs Peri. “We’ve almost made it.’ 

Believing it is about to deliver the coup de grace, the turret 
gives a ceremonial spin. A vainglorious gesture that is a 
crucial mistake. In the fortuitous pause, instead of retreat- 
ing, you rush to the turret and, at the very moment it fires, 
stuff your deflector against the end of the barrel. Blocked, 
the fireball splits the barrel asunder. 

Your victory is greeted by a lowing of disappointment and 
frustration. 

‘Never mind the bows. Quickly, through here!’ Peri 
dashes for the exit. Strutting a little arrogantly, you follow. 


Turn to 112. 


48 
YOU ARE IN TROUBLE. 

CHEER UP, YOU ARE NOT OVERCOME. 
STICK TO IT TOOTH AND NAIL, THEN GO ON TO 
48. 

DEFEATED? BE PERSISTENT. YOU CAN ALWAYS 
THROW THE DICE. 


Was your answer correct? If so, turn to 81. 
If not, turn to 120. 


49 
Emerging from the confining gloom of the sewers, you inhale 
great gobs of air to rid your lungs of the acrid fumes. A saline 
taste coats your palate. You have arrived on the shore of a 


50 
dead-sea lake. The unruffled, heavily salted water is eerily still 
beneath a humid heat mist. Three boats hitched to the bank 
neither bob nor roll. 
Going under the city through the sewers would have been a 
shorter route to the Temple of the Great Fountain where the 


Time Destabilizer is housed, but that proved cie: So 
now this expansive lake has to be navigated. 


But which of the three craft will you take? 

The dice will decide. 

Throw 2, and take the rowing-boat. Turn to 33. 

Throw 4, and take the sailing-yacht. Turn to 10. 

Throw 6, and take the powerboat. Turn to 116. 

Throw an odd number, try again. 

Autocratically, the Doctor is spurning the dictate of Fortune. 
With his love of things mechanical, he is going in the powerboat. 
Peri and Orandar, influenced by his engaging fervour, are 
travelling with him. 

You must throw the dice. But don’t be too envious. Remember, 
the Doctors wayward enthusiasm has twice resulted in his 
capture by the Rani. 


50 
*Yov're acting like an idiot,’ is Peri’s succinct assessment of the 
decision to use the footbridge. 

‘If that’s your opinion, stay put and see how I make out.’ 

Her nit-picking is getting under your skin. Even so, you аге 
aware that the Shikari guard has to be got out of the way. You 
decide to try an old ploy. Maybe it has been used pretty often. 
So what? The tried and trusted are not to be decried. 

When the Shikari is at the furthest point of his patrol, you 
throw a stone into the undergrowth. Ear cocked, he hurries to 
investigate, and, crouching, you make a dash for the other side. 
Halfway across you come to a nerve-shattering halt. A large, 
veined, Cyclops eye has you in its sights. 

You should have heeded Peri. Or, better still, remembered 
the Doctor's words. He said the Shikaris were a race of hunters, 
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didn’t he? Only a certifiable idiot would imagine a skilled 
hunter would fall for a hoary ploy that ancient! Jerking aside as 
the electrostatic net is cast, you become unbalanced. The 
footbridge's guard-rail whacks into your midriff . . . Winded, 
you sway... almost gain equilibrium, when the glowing 
electrostatic net sends shock-tremors through your thrashing 
arms. Mercifully, you are stunned as you pitch over . 

. and fall onto the aptly named Highway of Death . . . 


THE END 


51 
Your arrival in the piazza is heralded in spectacular style. A 
blinding flash of light bedazzles you. 

"What was that?’ you cry, as your pupils readjust to sunlight. 

‘A cosmic explosion.’ The Doctor is staring thoughtfully at 
the heavens. ‘But I am positive that there was none recorded for 
this part of the galaxy at this time.’ 

‘Forgive my ignorance, Doctor, but I do not grasp the i import 
of what you are saying. A cosmic explosion?’ 

*Orandar speaks for all of us,’ confesses Peri. 

Td hazard a guess it was a nova. A star that has a short life, 
relatively speaking.’ 

“But it shouldn't have happened, you said.’ Peri refuses to let 
him off the hook. 

*No, this has been induced.' The Doctor supplies the answer 
to the unspoken question. “The Rani must be testing the Time 
Destabilizer.’ 

*We're too late, then!’ Dismay hits you like a spasm of 
cramp. 

‘Not necessarily. She’d’ve shunted us out of existence if that 
were true.’ 

‘How long have we got, Doctor?’ Orandar’s eye glistens with 
anxiety. 

‘Difficult to say. The explosion could have been triggered 
yesterday and the effect not reached us until now.’ The crisis 
confronting the Universe has profoundly shaken the Doctor. 
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‘We must press on.’ He stalks into the piazza, an area of 
square paving-stones. 

‘Go carefully, Doctor!’ You have not forgotten that the 
piazza had been partitioned off by silicone mesh. In- 
advertently, your warning sets in motion the next obstacle. 

Before you called, the Doctor had been stepping plumb in 
the middle of each square. Now he falters and treads on a 
crack between two of the paving-stones. 

A groundswell heaves the Doctor drunkenly back to your 
side as, with military precision, the slabs shuffle and inter- 
change until, in an orchestrated clatter, they settle into 
predetermined lines: twelve wide and twelve deep. Despite 
this exactitude, the positioning of those slabs bearing a 
portrait of the Rani or the word ‘ESCAPE’, seems random. 
Yet is it? 


The piazza is now a giant board game. You are the contestants 
and the stakes are your lives. 

Look carefully at the rules оп 70 before you attempt the piazza 
board game on 71. 


52 


Facing you are three paths: A, B, C. 

Which should you take? Peri is still immersed in the thicket, so 
there is no one you can consult. Solve the puzzle and you will 
know. 

A palindrome is a word that reads the same backwards as 
forwards. From the following clues, provide one-word 
palindromes: 


midday 

a device for detecting objects over a long distance 
a burnt-out battery 

a young seal 

to suppress like this is a joke 

an exploit or a formal document 
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a polite form of address, depending on your gender 
found in certain fruits 

this goes round and round 

steal a quick look 

having an even surface 

а resuscitator or a stimulant 


If you can solve the puzzle, turn to 30. 
If not, turn to 2. 


53 
‘Temple of what?’ The words are punctuated by puffs. The 
regime of touch-toes and knees-bend have warmed the 
Doctor’s chilled bones but left him panting. 

‘The Great Fountain.’ You and Peri have told him of the 
Rani’s reference and of your assumption that this might be 
where the Time Destabilizer is housed. 

“Could . . . be. Гуе never... been... there. Not. . 
allowed. It's . . . sacred to the Shikaris.” 

‘I saw the way she went,’ you volunteer. . 

‘Splendid. Splendid.’ Flamboyantly the Doctor operates 
the door mechanism and, in your enthusiasm, you run 
impatiently out. 

‘Wait!’ 


The warning comes too late. Turn to 78. 


54 
Crackling sparks embroider the skyline in an elaborate and 
intricate display. No, not fireworks. An aggressive mob of 
Shikaris, swirling their nets, are preparing to shanghai the 
three of you. 

You try to flee off the path to the right. Zonk! You are 
violently repulsed by an invisible Force Field. Peri tries to 
the left. Zonk! The same result. What is the Doctor doing? 
Isn’t he aware of the danger? 

Rummaging in his cornucopian pocket, be extracts a 
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compass. A compass? The Shikaris are getting nearer, for pity’s 
sake! The needle does not point to either Force Field but 
quivers between them indicating they have the same polarity. 
So there is a solution. 


Can you see it? 

Everything needed is at hand. 

If you cannot unearth the answer on this occasion, the Doctor will 
tell you. Haste is of the essence if the Rani is to be thwarted. And 
she must be. 

Turn to 6. 


55 


A gorilla is a biped, the rest are quadrupeds. 
An olive is a fruit, the rest are vegetables. 
Chloroform is a liquid, the rest are gases. 
Fade is green, the rest are shades of red. 


If you got all these answers, you have superimposed mind over 
matter sufficiently to fumble your way to the door and escape into 
the courtyard. Turn to 115. 

If you did not get the answers, turn to 24. 


56 

The door of the TARDIS closes, but the expression on the face 
of Peri, the Doctor's travelling companion, as she greets you, 
does not inspire you with confidence that all is well in here 
either. 

‘I don't understand what's happening, Doctor,’ you say. 

*We're in a Time Limbo,' he tells you, but his concentration 
is on the Control Console. The Slide Controls for setting Time 
and Space co-ordinates are jammed. The Time Rotor is at half- 
mast, its transparent cylindrical column refusing to respond. 

You turn to Peri. “Time Limbo? How did we get there? 
Without replying, Peri punches up the scanner. The image of a 
beautiful woman appears. “Who is she?’ 
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‘The Rani,’ Peri replies. ‘We recorded this just before you 
came aboard.’ 

A shiver of fear tingles down your spine. The eyes of the 
Rani glitter with ruthless calculation. 

‘You are a meddlesome fool, Doctor.’ The Rani’s voice is 
unaffected by emotion or warmth. ‘But you’ll not meddle in 
my affairs again. I am suspending you and that precious 
planet in Limbo. For a short while. Just until my Time 
Destabilizer is perfected. Don't worry. ГІІ not forget you. 
When I’m ready, you and the planet Earth will be projected 
back to the Cretaceous Age. I have some interesting ex- 
periments that require primeval slime. A fitting end for a 
sentimental altruist.’ 

The image fades but your alarm and confusion do not. 

‘She’s an exiled Time Lady,’ explains Peri. 

‘A renegade,’ barks the Doctor. ‘Cast out of Gallifrey when 
one of her infernal experiments went wrong.’ 

‘She inadvertently turned mice into monsters,’ retorts 
Peri. 

‘Don’t underestimate her. She’s a brilliant chemist.’ The 
Doctor is in deadly earnest. ‘Now she’s built a Time Des- 
tabilizer, she has the ability to use the Universe for her 
obscene experiments.” 

‘The Cretaceous Age she mentioned? You аге 
self-conscious about admitting your ignorance. ‘I don’t 
quite—’ 

‘When dinosaurs ruled.’ Peri’s indignation is manifest. 

‘But what happens to us? Our history?’ you query. 

‘Every achievement of every civilization will be 
eradicated,’ Peri is bitter. ‘The works of William 
Shakespeare, Aristotle and Leonardo da Vinci. The glory of 
the Taj Mahal. The wisdom of Abraham Lincoln. The 
discoveries of Madame Curie. All lost. Pitched into the 
Rani’s primeval slime!’ ; 

It is the Doctor who brings the perspective back to your 
own level of concern. ‘Everyone you know. Family, friends, 
relatives, whoever, wiped out!’ His tone is kindly but the 
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Doctor is not prepared to foster any illusions. ‘If it is the last 
thing I do, I intend to find that Time Destabilizer and 
destroy it The Doctor glowers at the control panel. ‘But 
- first I must get the TARDIS operational.’ 

‘How?’ Resigned scepticism from Peri. 

‘By boosting the auxiliary power control into overdrive. 
May succeed. May not.’ He shrugs. ‘Could be the TARDIS 
will explode under the extreme pressure. Or go spinning into 
space, uncontrolled and uncontrollable.’ His hand grips a 
lever. ‘Batten down the hatches—’ 


Hold it! 

Do you want to go? Even if the booster works, you'll be 
embarking on a dangerous and perilous journey. The Doctor is 
determined to defeat the Rani, but the result could be your own 
destruction. 

Scared? Still want to go along? 

If you choose to quit the TARDIS before its too late, turn to 
113. 

If, as you probably will, you choose to go with the Doctor and 
Peri to play your part in destroying the Time Destabilizer, turn 
to 25. 


57 
“Му dear friends—’ The Doctor’s greeting is cut short as the 
leading Shikari casts his net. With deadly accuracy, the 
sparking criss-cross threads shroud the Doctor. 
‘No! No! I’m your friend. I’ve come to—’ But his protests 
аге strangled as, hissing and crackling, the net forces him to 
the ground, stunned. 
‘Doctor!’ screams Peri. But you and she are safe inside the 
TARDIS and her voice does not penetrate to the outside. 
In a chorus of triumphant honking cries, the Shikaris 
tighten the neck of the spluttering net then begin hoisting the 
unconscious Doctor aloft. 
Panic stations! You will be lost without the Doctor! You 
- cannot operate the TARDIS! You cannot find the Time 


fas 
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Destabilizer! You cannot save Earth from the Rani’s 
machinations! You must help him! Yet the Doctor told you 
to stay put in the TARDIS. 

Did he know this might happen? Had he a plan for such a 
contingency? If so, he didn’t tell you. Or Peri. 


So what are you going to do? 

Obey instructions, and turn to 152 . . . От... 
Go after the Doctor and turn to 11. 

The choice is for you to make. 


58 

Four seconds, three seconds, two seconds, one second . . . 
Anything happened? Have your muscles begun to atrophy? 
You tense your arm—no rigidity there. Is your mind clear? 
Let's think, where am I? 

On the planet of Pyro Shika with the Doctor and Peri. 
Quite clear, no stupefaction. 

*Has it worked?" asks Peri. 

‘Of course it has!’ declares the Doctor, beaming. ‘You 
really must learn not to be such a Doubting Thomas, Peri!’ 

From the expression on her face, it is quite obvious that, 
far from feeling optimistic, she is already anticipating the 
next obstacle. 


Turn to 97. 


59 

The Shikaris refuse to be denied. They cut off the power and 
you are suspended in the cable car above the valley. Lacking 
the forward thrust, buffeted by the wind, the contraption 
sways, inducing motion sickness. 

The least of your worries. Hand over hand, with the agility 
of trapeze artists, the Shikaris are coming along the cable. 

A jolt. Another. Strands of the neglected cable are 
snapping. The Shikaris retreat . . . not an option you have. 
Finally, the cable severs and you are pitched out of the car. 
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Fortune smiles. Instead of plummeting to extinction, you are 
floating. The blanket knotted about your shoulders has become 
an improvised parachute. 


Turn to 149. 
60 


Did you spot the clue? The cat badge on the lapel. The Doctor 
wears it on his left lapel. The false Doctor’s is directly opposite, a 
mirror-image, on his right. 

If you worked this out, turn to 134. 

If not, wait until you have thrown a 6 before progressing to 134. 


61 
Two razor-sharp cuspids protrude, scimitar-fashion, from the 
bewhiskered upper jaws on the rodent head of the Ratape that 
.pounces upon you. Trying to flee from the primate is futile. 
Tucking you under its arm, it pounds its chest and grunts with 
exaltation. Then, in loping strides, the beast carries you off to 
its lair. 

A fetid, verminous stench causes you to gag as you are 
unceremoniously dumped onto the scruffy interwoven straw 
twigs and rags. Bits of pelt and fragments of bone bear witness 
to previous repasts. Hoiking you by the ankle, the furry Ratape 
twists you about, seeking the most succulent joint. 

A tremendous bellowing aborts the inspection. Swinging in 
from the rafters is another Ratape. Your captor is brown and 
sports a tawny ruff. The new arrival is fleece-white, with fiery 
pink eyes. 

Combat is joined. A savage and gory wrestling match ensues: 
a battle of the Titans with no regard for the niceties of fair play. 
The protagonists gouge, punch, kick and, most damagingly, 
rip chunks out of each other with their great cuspids. Avoiding 
the brawling louts is impossible. In a vortex of violence, they 
trample all over you. 

Abruptly, the storm falters, whimpers and then subsides. 
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-~ Astride the inert brown corpse, the albino pummels its chest 
and hoarsely trumpets victory. The vociferous proclamation is 
only a preamble to the prize claiming . . . that prizeis you. 

But not yet. The Shikari warned the Ratapes were 
carnivorous. What he didn't mention was they are also 
cannibals. You are the second course on the menu. The albino 
has settled onto its haunches and is about to devour the loser. 

Quelling a bout of nausea, you disentangle yourself from the 
debris. The lair has virtually been demolished and you are able 
to escape surreptitiously into the maze. 


Alas, despite your travails, this only returns you to the start. Turn 
10107. 


62 

An elevated rump greets you. Peri, in a state of disorganized 
agitation, is ferreting in a cupboard. The jumble from her 
frantic search clutters the carpet. 

A discreet cough from you is rewarded tartly. ‘Don’t just 
stand there! You know what to look for!’ 

‘Perhaps that, in the corner—' you point— ‘could be an 
acetylene burner.’ 

“Acetylene burnér— In a flurry, Peri extricates herself from 
the cupboard. ‘No. Even better. It's a laser cutter. Come on!’ 
Snatching the laser, she hares off. 


Turn to 142. 


63 
‘Here, take this!’ The Doctor thrusts a large blowpipe from the 
Rani's collection of appliances at you. “You'll need опе, too, 
Peri. So will I. Find them. Quickly" 

While Peri searches the cupboards, the Doctor hauls а. 
carboy of ethylene glycol to the middle of the dispensary. 
‘Funnel! He clicks his fingers. ‘Funnel!’ You jump to it, taking 
a funnel from the trolley. ‘Good. Hold it in the mouth 
of the blowpipe. Steady . . .' Not easy in the circumstances. 


64 
Your hands shake slightly as the ethylene glycol slurps into the 
blowpipe. ‘Now yours, Peri.’ 

Ican'tfind . . .' 

‘A syringe then! Hurry, girl!’ 

While Peri fumbles for the largest capacity syringe, you spot 
something else. ‘What about that, Doctor?" 

*A hand stirtup pump! Excellent! You're worth your weight 
in gold, my friend. Isn't that a saying your people have?' He is 
trying to diffuse the tension, but is blatantly not succeeding. At 
least, not where Peri is concerned. 

Crash! Another salvo of shards slams into the door, causing 
Peri to tremble so that the liquid spills as her syringe is being 
filled. 

‘Sorry. I guess I’m losing my grip.’ 

‘Nonsense. You’ve been in tight spots before. And never let 
me down.’ 

‘Do you think this idea will work?’ You are helping the 
Doctor to fill the stirrup pump. 

‘Certainly!’ If only you could be assure . . . 

So the three musketeers are ready: you with the blowpipe, 
Peri with the syringe and the Doctor with the stirrup pump. 

‘Right. “Once more unto the breach, dear friends,” the 
Doctor quotes. "When I open the door, be prepared to fire on 
my command. Not before. And when you begin - don't stop! 
Ready? On thecountof three . . . One . . .two . . .' 


Turn to 108. 
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That gives you the letters PY KHSORAI. 
Rearranged, which name would this represent? Hipuskyra? 
Pyro Shika? Kerophysi? 

Only one can possibly be correct. You can find out by process of 
elimination. 

If you can work it out, turn to 140. 

If you are not sure, turn to 25. 


65 

Your journey has brough: you to a lush, blue valley between 
towering mountain peaks. 

‘Listen!’ Peri cups her ear. 

‘Peri, if this is imagin—' 

‘Shush! There it goes again.’ 

Now you all hear the honking call. From the mountain- 
side a series of dots and dashes is being flashed. 

*A Shikari shield. They use the mirror-like surface to 
communicate,’ the Doctor informs you. 

‘I wonder if. . . ?' Peri speculates. 

‘I wouldn't be surprised,’ you reply. 

‘Then surprise me,’ mutters the Doctor. 

“We met a friendly Shikari who helped us,’ Peri tells him. 

‘Said he was a chief's son,’ you add. 

‘Did he indeed. Well he’s signalling in morse. Take this 
down!’ 

Peri complies and the message reads 
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If you are conversant with morse, translate and turn to 139. 
If not, turn to 109. 
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- 66 

The breakthrough is not quite the triumph you envisaged. On 
the contrary. You have surfaced in the Rani’s chemical store. 

She is not pleased. In fact, she is furious at the demolition 
you have wrought. Her beautiful features, contorted with 
rage, greet you as the dust clears. 

‘For a sub-species, Earthling, you are becoming a menace. 
I ought to eradicate you. Wipe you out.’ She moves closer. 
‘But death would be too humane. I want you to suffer. Not 
just for a few measly moments but for eternity.’ 

This is no occasion for misguided valour. You scramble 
out of the excavator and retreat to a door. 

Why is the Rani smiling? Ignore her, she’s bluffing. You 
wrench the door wide and go through into a chamber. 


Turn to 150. 


67 
The Doctor's usual bonhomie is absent. He bridles with | 
anger. ‘Only a being as soulless as the Rani could turn this 
into a ghost town.’ He is referring to the complex of buildings 
which symbolize the Shikarian culture. Gently curved, with- 
out hard edges, the diverse structures blend with the natural 
background. Colours, too, are complementary: warm shades 
of blue and just occasional tasteful intrusions of pinks and 
yellows. On the Rani’s edict, this is now a forbidden zone. 
Only she and her acolytes are permitted access. 

‘This place was a sanctuary,’ he tells you. ‘After a long 
hunting trek, a Shikari would bring his family here to 
replenish their spiritual batteries.’ An all-embracing gesture 
encompasses the deserted byways. 

‘For days they would promenade, visiting the museums 
and the concert halls. Attend plays. Engage in vigorous 
debates about the future.’ Sadness dampens his anger. ‘And 
now this.’ 

‘All the more reason to defeat the Rani.’ Peri’s tone is 
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68-69 
conciliatory. She genuinely admires these abiding passions of 
her mentor. 

Every road converges on a piazza. Or rather, they should. 
But now an impenetrable mesh made of fine-spun silicone 

~ fibre bars the way. 

‘Over here, Doctor.’ Peri is squinting at a blemish in the 
mesh. ‘I reckon it’s a keyhole.’ 

T agree.’ He fumbles in his pocket. ‘And since this is some 
of the Rani’s handiwork, there’s a good chance a TARDIS 
key will do the trick.’ 

It does. And, almost theatrically, the mesh rolls up to 
reveal the piazza. 


Turn to 51. 


68 
You sink your teeth into a blushing red nectarine. It’s 
delicious. Oozing with juice. The sweet fluid dribbles over 
your lips and chin. Relief flows through your veins. 

‘The nectarines are OK,’ you try to call to Peri. But you 
can’t because your lips won’t part. 

The tacky juice has sealed them together. You try to wipe 
them on your sleeve—the sleeve becomes glued to your 
mouth. 

Frantic to dilute the congealing mess, you stumble 
towards the crystal-clear brook and sprawl flat, immersing 
your face in the water—a slimy, green, skeletal hand breaks 
the surface and pulls you down. Glancing up from an orange 
she is examining, Peri sees your flailing legs sticking out of 
the water. Her desperate attempt to reach you is to no avail. 
Even your feet disappear as you are submerged in the 
suffocating depths. 


THE END 


69 
‘Aaah—ouch!’ Vine B is not secured and you аге 
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dropping . . . dropping... dropping... into the waxy 
voracious gullet of the rhododendron. 


You really do have the worst of luck. Of all the hungry blooms, 
only the rhododendron, like the cow, regurgitates its food. 


THE END 
70 


Over the page is the piazza board game. It looks seductively 
simple but don’t be deceived. . . 

Beginning from “START” you move from square to square 
according to each throw of the dice. You may move up, down 
or sideways, but not diagonally, and always in a straight line. 
If during play you cannot avoid landing on a ‘Rani’ square, 
you are finished! The end! You are projected into Limbo! 
Your aim is to land on an ‘Escape’ square which will save you. 
But you must move after each throw of the dice whether the 
move would be advantageous or not, and only when you land 
on a “Кап? or ‘Escape’ square is the game over. 

So—land on а ‘Ran’, THE END. 
Land on an ‘Escape’, turn to 92. 
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72 
A deep breath and, courage bolstered, you wade into the 
thicket. Prickly leaves drag at your clothes. A thorn jabs your 
hand. You suck the spot, stemming the blood. 

Have you been poisoned? Do you feel any adverse affects? 
Dizziness? Choking? A numbness creeping through your 
limbs? 

You don't. You venture further оп... And оп... Until 
you reach the other side. 

‘It’s OK,’ you yell to Peri. ‘But mind the thorns.’ 

She examines the foliage, breaks off a specimen. ‘Artificial,’ 
she calls. ‘One of the Rani’s clever deceptions.’ A shudder. 
‘That won’t be the only trap she’s laid.’ 

True. Now you are in conflict with the Rani, you must be 
aware that nothing will necessarily be what it seems. Indeed, 
more circumspect than you, Peri is ultra-cautious in negotiating 
the thicket. You feel she is taking an eternity and impatiently 
walk on alone. But another problem arises . ; 


Turn to 52. 


73 

The wardrobe door glides open. In disarray, you and Peri 
dodge into cover as the Shikaris, Ataba and Amana, exit from 
the Rani’s TARDIS. Their cyclopean eyes scan the vicinity in 
advance of the Rani’s appearance. She pauses on the threshold. 
Her slim, shapely body is clothed in figure-hugging black 
leather: a tabard, studded with discreet silver moons and stars, 
tops narrow trews which taper into knee-length boots. It is 
difficult to believe this elegant woman could be the enemy. 

She addresses the Shikaris. ' You'll accompany me to the 
Temple of the Great Fountain.’ 

‘The Temple of the Great Fountain? D’you reckon that’s 
where the Time Destabilizer—' You turn to Peri, but she’s 
gone. Where? She must have slipped into the TARDIS while 
the Rani was occupied with her Shikari escorts. 


74-75 
You watch the Rani set off. 


What are you going to do? Enter her TARDIS? Or follow the 
Rani? Remember, she is probably going to the Time Des- 
tabilizer whose destruction 15 your ultimate goal. 

On the other hand, shouldn’t you try to save the Doctor? 
Which will you choose? 

Follow the Rani and turn to 12. 

Enter the TARDIS wardrobe and turn to 46. 


74 
The going is tortuous in the thigh-deep snow. Peri, particu- 
larly, is in distress and the Doctor pauses to bind her strained 
ankle. 

An electrostatic net drops, sizzling, into the snow just 
metres away. The Shikaris are so near you can see the veins in 
their cyclopean eyes. Self-preservation to the exclusion of all 
else governs your behaviour. Abandoning the others, you 
plunge on. 

‘No! Not that way!’ The Doctor’s well-intentioned 
warning reverberates between the mountain peaks. From 
high up the slope comes a crack. Like a pistol shot . . . then, 
almost imperceptibly, there is a vibrant rumbling... 
getting inexorably louder . . . more resonant . . . In horror, 
you flounder for sanctuary as the white deluge approaches. 

Chaos has come. The avalanche sweeps you into 
oblivion . . . 


THE END 


75 
An eerie ochre hue tinges the atmosphere on the moon called 
Kerophysi. The skyline has a purple fringe, but from be- 
neath your feet, as you venture from the TARDIS, comes a 
- rancid stench. 
‘Ugh!’ Peri wrinkles her pert nose. 
‘What the heck is it?’ you ask. 


75 


Stooping, the Doctor picks up a lump of rock and hands it 
to you. 

‘Looks like limestone to me,’ intervenes Peri. 

‘Rub it,’ instructs the Doctor. 

You do, and instantly wish you hadn’t. ‘The stink’s 
enough to make you sick,’ you proclaim in disgust. 

‘An astute observation,’ comments the Doctor. ‘On Earth 
it has been dubbed stinkstone. Appropriate, wouldn’t you 
бау?” 

You treat the question as rhetorical, for the Doctor is 
obviously distracted. 

‘I know that tone. Something’s bugging you, isn't it?’ Peri 
accuses. 

‘Bugging me? I do wish we could be spared these col- 
loquialisms . ..' his voice takes a dying fall under the 
ferocity of her glare. He indicates a boulder that has long, 
deep gouge-marks. "Those were made by teeth.’ 

‘Teeth,’ you gulp. “Who . . . what. . . how?” 

‘Quarintalardus.’ You’re no wiser. ‘Rock-eaters. Rather 
like armadillos in appearance. Except these are the size of 
jackals.’ If you are dismayed by the news, Peri is not. 

‘Well, keeps us off the danger list: We’re not going to 
arouse their taste-buds.” 

‘That, I’m afraid, is not the case. Certainly they won’t eat 
flesh. But bone—your skeleton—they’d regard as a de- 
licacy.’ 

Putting on a brave front, you try to reassure Peri. “We'll 
have to make sure they don’t spot us.’ 

‘Easier said.’ The Doctor will have no truck with false 
security. ‘Quarintalardus has a keen sense of smell. Every 
step we take will be pungent, to say the least.’ He is referring 
to the stinkstone. Reluctantly you move on. There is no 
choice. 


Turn to 100. z 
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76 
You remember an old movie in which the hero was con- 
fronted by a giant and used his size to advantage. Causing a 
distraction, the hero nipped nimbly past his cumbersome 
opponent. Why not try the same tactic? 

You heave a stone into a rookery in a copse of trees. 
Squawking, the birds scatter in a flurry of indignation. The 
guardian giant is distracted and you nip between his legs. 
Only this isn’t a movie. A battening palm swats you like a 
pesky fly. 


THE END 


77 

With a radius of a thousand metres, the Temple of the Great 
Fountain can truly be described as monumental. A circular 
wall soars to a height of two hundred metres in a magnificent 
sweep that carries the eye to the heavens. Closer inspection 
reveals the bricks of this prodigious edifice are individually 
sculpted models of upraised hands, each hand balanced on 
another until, in an outward curve at the summit, they 
support an immense dome. The marble hands are exact 
replicas from every Shikari alive when this tribute was 
created. The dome is chiselled from a light-blue granite on 
which the stars and the galaxies have been faithfully in- 
scribed. Uncluttered by statuary, the floor beneath the dome 
is a mosaic of rare stones, depicting pastoral scenes on Pyro 

Shika. 
All this harmonious splendour is a paean of praise to the 
- Great Fountain—a searing blast of white energy that gushes 
from the planet’s centre, venting up through an aperture in 
the dome to pump life-sustaining heat into the atmosphere. 
Not any more. On a tripod, capping the gushing energy, is 
a vast hourglass from which a swinging pendulum hangs. 
Composed of pewter-gray metalled ceramic, the Time Des- 
tabilizer extends to the gaping aperture in the dome. Inspired 


77 


perhaps by the majesty of the Temple, the usually prosaic 
Rani has etched a calendar that depicts a galactic-core year 
which equals 18.25 billion Earth years. If she is going to steal 
time, the scale will be that of grand larceny! 

The perpetrator of this cosmic aberration has retreated to 
an elaborate console. Consumed with rage, she jabs at tabs, 
levers and controls. 

“Wait!” the Doctor calls from the Temple’s vaulted en- 
trance. ‘Concede gracefully and you will be permitted to 
leave unharmed.’ 

“You dare to patronize me!’ Hysteria throbs in every 
syllable. ‘Well, you will never do that again!’ 

“You're angry. Not thinking rationally. Don’t do anything 
you'll regret!" The plea echoes back from the dome. 

‘If I achieve nothing else, I will blast you and those other 
vermin into oblivion.’ With a flourish, she feeds in the final 
input. ‘The Destabilizer is set for Armageddon! 
Armageddon, d'you hear!’ The Rani's wardrobe TARDIS 
materializes nearby and she dashes towards it. 

‘Stop her!’ the Doctor orders the Shikaris. Umidorus 
sprints across the mosaic floor and catches hold of the Rani’s 
wrist as the TARDIS door closes. She wrenches free but in 
the scuffle loses her bracelet-mini-transmitter. 

‘Stand clear, Umidorus. There's nothing you can do,’ the 
Doctor advises as the wardrobe dematerializes. 

You now gape at the complexity of the console. ‘Maybe we 
can countermand the Rani’s instructions.’ 

Incredibly, instead of replying, the Doctor sits cross- 
legged. “So farewell hope, and with hope farewell fear,” he 
quotes. ‘Paradise Lost. Milton.’ He adopts the stance of 
meditation. ‘All we can do is prepare for the end with 


dignity.’ 
Is the Doctor right? Turn to 20. 


78-79 


78 

Impetuosity has a price. Unerringly, you tread on a con- 
. cealed Rani device. The earth ruptures. Cleaves asunder with 
a mighty crack. A torrent of surging water floods in, 
bubbling and gurgling. You are poised on the edge of a deep 
moat that now completely surrounds the Rani’s TARDIS. 
Lacerating teeth hook over the bank and tear at your shoes. 
The steaming water is infested with hideous double-headed 
sharks. 


Turn to 153. 


79 

‘If you are determined to rescue the Doctor, you must go 
through the maze.’ The Shikari’s eye looks more melancholy 
than ever as he gazes at the intricate paddock. ‘It consists of a 
multiplicity of alleyways, dead-ends and just one exit. There 
are three entrances.’ 

“You forgot to add that it's also infested with Ratapes! Peri 
reminds him. 

‘I wish they’d shut up!’ The eerie bedlam is fazing you. 

‘Choose the right entrance and you will get to the exit 
unharmed. Unfortunately, I cannot tell you which it is.’ 

*You're not coming with us?’ 

‘No. I must get back.’ He indicates the strips of cloth about 
his waist. ‘I am the son of the chief. I shall be missed.’ 

“What happens if we choose the wrong route?’ For you, 
ignorance is not bliss. The Shikari is reluctant to reply. 

‘Well?’ Peri insists. 

“The Ratapes are carnivores.” 

‘Oh, great.’ 

‘No point in putting two lives at risk. ГІ go first,’ you 
volunteer. As if on cue, the dawn-chorus of the grisly flesh- 
eaters surges to a crescendo. 


Turn to 107. 


80-81 


80 
Orandar lies in a crumpled heap on the floor of the marble 
courtyard. 

‘Orandar!’ There is anguish i in the Doctor’s voice. In a final 
brave effort to warn you, Orandar rolls his head to one side—a 
long, pointed shard of ice has pierced his eye and penetrated 
deep into his brain. i 2 

*Cryogenates,' he utters with his final breath. Wham! Swift 
as an arrow from a bow, a shard of ice hurtles at you. Were it not 
for the Doctor’s superb reflex action in yanking you inside, you 
would have joined Orandar. Instead, it shatters on the lintel as 
the door slams shut. 


Turn to 111. 


81 
You circumnavigate the cavern and reach the exit: that’s a den 
of iniquity you never want to visit again! Peri shares your views, 
but the Doctor, always the optimist, is more positive in his 
outlook. ‘At least we’ve found a short-cut to the end of the 
valley. Now, where’s your friendly Shikari?’ 

As if on cue, the Shikari eases from behind a rock. Doctor!” 
he exclaims. 

‘Orandar!’ comes the reply. The Doctor and Orandar 
embrace enthusiastically. 

‘My father said you had promised to return some day, 
Doctor. He tells tales of how he taught you to hunt and to track. 
But that was in the time when we were free.’ 

‘Before the arrival of the Rani?’ you venture. Orandar nods 
and explains that they are reluctant allies of the Rani. ‘She 
threatened to use the Time Destabilizer to hurl us back to the 
century of the Great Turmoil.’ 

Only the Doctor, with his knowledge of Pyro Shikian 
history, can appreciate what potent terror the blackmail would 
have caused in the hearts of the Shikari Chiefs. For this was the 
period when raging electric storms created havoc, dis- 
orientating the energy-sensitive inhabitants. 


82-83 


‘But—why go to all that trouble?’ queries Peri. 
‘Blackmail and suppression, I mean. She could have built 
the Time Destabilizer on her own planet.’ 

‘Pyro Shika has a unique sub-structure of latent power 
which she needs to tap.’ The Doctor had already deduced 
the reason for the Rani’s choice. 

"We think the Time Destabilizer is in the Temple of the 
Great Fountain,’ you say. ‘But we don’t know where that 
is.’ 

Orandar, obviously distressed, does not reply. 

“My friend .. . you'll have to tell us... if we are to 
destroy this monstrous machine.’ The Doctor appreciates 
Orandar’s dilemma. 

You don’t! After all the dangers you’ve encountered on 
this quest, you’re not going to be stalled by a squeamish 
reluctance to betray a sacred location! But the intended 
tirade is still-born. ‘It is my resolve to lead you there.’ 


Turn to 17. 


82 
Peri wanders towards an orange tree but you’ve picked a 
luscious golden peach. One bite and you know you've made a 
mistake. It tastes bitter. Like gall. You toss it away. Sink to 
your knees beside the stream to wash the foul taste from your 
mouth with the crystal-clear water—a skeletal green hand, 
dripping with slime, shoots up from the depths and pulls 
your head under! You struggle . . . but the grip is of iron. 
You cannot break free. You cannot breathe . . . or shout. 
The Rani has laid another trap . . . 


THE END 


83 
Youcough . . . splutter . . . the blackness recedes. 
‘Come on, my friend. It's all right. Wake up.’ The 
Doctor's voice? 


< 84 

Astringent fumes make you splutter again. “What is that?’ 
you croak. 

‘Ammonium carbonate.’ The Doctor’s kindly features 
come into focus. ‘Otherwise known as smelling salts.’ 

‘It was the chloroform that knocked you out,’ explains 
Peri. . 


“The Cryogenates!” you remember with alarm. 
“All finished. Every single—’ A banshee wail rends the air. 


Turn to 145. 


84 
“Aaahooeeooaah,” you yodel, imitating Tarzan as you swing 
treetop-high above the predatory flesh-eaters. There’ll be no 
bon appétit for them! 

But your confidence receives a jolt. Instead of depositing 
you safely on the ground, the vine only stretches to roof level. 
Clinging to a gutter, you lob the vine back to the others. Peri 
arrives first, followed by Orandar then the Doctor. There is a 
skylight in the middle of the roof. 

‘Remain absolutely still!’ The Doctor's command brooks 
no dissension. *Electronic detectors! 

Cleverly embedded in the surrounding parapet is a series 
of electronic eyes. Not even the contortions of a limbo-dancer 
could get you to the skylight without breaking their beams. 

*We can be sure they're not common-or-garden burglar 
alarms.' In confirmation, the Doctor tosses a handkerchief 
into a beam's eye—a fierce laser ray blasts and the hand- 
kerchief disintegrates. You peer over the parapet. A sheer 
drop to spearpointed railings. 

Impasse? Not necessarily. Already that self-satisfied smile 
of the Doctor's is twitching. 

You can guess the answer. 
A clue. Think of the Shikari's method of long-distance com- 
munication. Turn to 29. 


85-87 


85 


The vowels a e i о u equal 1 2 3 4 S. 
Then, starting with 6 for b, number through to 26 (equals z). 
Then the deciphered message reads— 


RIGHT FOURTEEN LEFT TEN RIGHT 
ELEVEN LEFT EIGHT RIGHT THREE LEFT 
SEVEN 


The tumbler clicks as you swivel the dial in accordance with 
the code. You reach the final number . . . 

The coffin lid opens. 

So, mercifully, do the Doctor’s eyes. Turn to 53. 

If you did not get the correct answer, turn to 46 and throw the 
dice. 


86 
Armageddon. The ultimate calamity. Throughout the annals 
of history, philosophers, holy men, poets and artists have 
conjured up pictures of this cataclysm. The only agreement 
common to all of them is that it is.an experience im- 
measurably more vile than any that has gone before. You are 
about to confirm this . . . 


THE END 


87 
The odds are against your having to take this route. But the 
dice rolled badly and here you are. There can be no reprieve. 
Your muscles will assume unyielding rigidity accompanied 
by an absolute mental stupor. . . . Just as the Rani had 
foretold . . . The seconds are ticking away . . . 


THE END 


88-89 


88 


15 this your Armageddon? 

You must cross the courtyard to reach the Temple, but what 
deterrent have you against those deadly shards? 

There is an answer. You passed it in section 104. 

Look back, analyse it, then turn to 151. 

Linger awhile, though—having come this far you deserve a clue. 
An automobile-driver in a climate that suffers severe winters 
would have little difficulty in spotting the answer . . . 


89 
“Wait! Let me check that first!’ Peri croaks, confiscating the 
orange you have just plucked. Her expert hands examine the 
texture. She ventures a thumbnail into the skin and sniffs the 
zest that bursts forth. That seems to satisfy her too. 

She peels it, the juice trickles over her fingers, juice you are 
longing to drink, but she pushes you away, not yet convinced. 

She quarters the orange. It appears to be genuine and she is 
about to taste a segment when you snatch it from her grasp and 
insist on being the guinea-pig! The flesh is sweet, refreshing, 
nectar to your parched throat. 

‘It’s OK, Peri.’ You laugh with relief as she, too, sinks her 
teeth into the ripe fruit. 

*You've little to laugh about, to my way of thinking.’ A 
tremulous voice from behind you. You turn to be confronted by 
an old woman. 

‘Tm sorry, are these your oranges?’ You imagine she is 
accusing you of stealing. 

‘Nothing to do with the oranges,’ she cackles. ‘Not mine. 
Even if they were, you’d be welcome.’ You frown. What is she 
getting at then? ‘It’s your friend,’ she raises her gray, wispy 
eyebrows. “The one in the funny-coloured coat and yellow 
trousers.’ 

The Doctor! Heck, you’d forgotten him in your relief at 
finding the oranges were fit to eat. 


“What about him? Peri's tone is unfriendly. 

‘Saw him being carted away by the Shikaris. Poor thing. 
Wouldn’t give much for his chances if someone doesn’t 
rescue him soon.’ 

“We're on our way to do just that,’ you protest anxiously. 

‘Shouldn’t be cavorting in this grove, then, should you!’ 
she reproves. 

*We're not cavorting!’ snaps Peri. 

. ‘Hoity-toity, young lady.’ The old hooded eyes squint 
from beneath the wrinkled eyelids. ‘No need to adopt that 
attitude.’ 

You, too, wonder why Peri is so aloof. The old woman is ` 
harmless enough. But is she? Peri obviously has doubts. By 
now she trusts nobody. But what the old-crone says next 
commands your attention. 

“Saw them pass some while ago, I did, and watched to see 
where they went.' 

‘Where?’ 

‘If the young lady can keep a civil tongue in her head, I'll 
be glad to show you.’ 

‘No, thanks,’ retorts Peri curtly, and makes for the main 
highway. 


What about you? Are you going with Peri? Or will you accept 
the old lady’s offer? After all, she saw where the Shikaris were 
taking the Doctor. Or said she did. 

The decision will be made by the throw of the dice. 

An odd number, and you thank the old lady for her offer and go 
with Peri. Turn to 148. 

An even number, and you accept the old lady’s offer. Turn to 
7. 


90 
The net saved you from being condemned to wander 
eternally through Time Fragmentation, but it also stunned 
you. You awake to find Orandar bending over you. 
‘How do you feel?’ 


ir 91-93 


‘Shaky.’ 
‘That will soon pass.’ 
It does. You rise and look for the Doctor. 


Turn to 115. 
91 


Saturn has the lowest density of any planet in our solar system. 
Only one false statement, but you did not spot it—so through 
the pink door you go. Turn to 4. 


92 
You’ve landed on an ESCAPE square! Once again the 
paving-stones come alive. The ESCAPE square glides 
asunder to reveal iron rungs descended to the lower depth. 
‘Come оп,” you shout to the others. They follow you into 
sewer beneath the city. 


Turn to 137. 


93 

A mood of melancholy infects Orandar. The complex of 
buildings through which he leads you and Peri reflects the 
essence of Shikari culture: a tribute by a race of hunters. 
Gently curved, without harsh edges, the diverse structures 
blend with the natural landscape, never competing. Colours, 
too, are complementary: warm shades of blue and just the 
occasional tasteful intrusion of pinks and yellows. A 
sanctuary of pleasing harmony where the Shikari would 
browse among relics of the past, or attend concerts and listen 
to poems and plays that told not only of their history but of 
hopes for the future. 

But the streets are abandoned, deserted. This is now a. 
forbidden zone. For the Rani had ordered an evacuation. 
Only the renegade Time Lady and her acolytes are permitted 
access. 


94 


 Orandar's sadness affects Peri. Her usual loquaciousness is 
missing. 

‘Stop!’ Abruptly, Orandar brings the glum procession to a 
halt. ‘I have not seen that before.’ 

All the paved streets of the complex converge here but the 
way ahead is cut off by an impenetrable mesh made of fine- 
spun silicone fibre. Each tiny link sparkles and glints. 

‘Don’t touch it!’ Peri is unequivocal. ‘If the Rani put that 
here, odds are she will have left a booby trap!’ 

“We have to go this way for the Temple. There is no 
alternative.’ Orandar is adamant. 

“Look!” You have spotted a small blemish in the neat mesh 
pattern. ‘Perhaps we can force that.’ 

‘Not a chance.’ Peri peers closely. ‘It’s a keyhole. And this 
is the Rani’s handiwork. Only a TARDIS key will unlock 
that.’ 

You don’t need telling what this means. The Doctor has to 
be found. 


Turn to 40. 


94 
You scamper for the underpass as the beckoning from the 
Shikari grows more imperative. 
22 Я thought we'd agreed to trust nobody,’ mutters Peri. 

‘Fat choice we’ve got otherwise,’ you retort, ducking into 
the underpass. 

Тһе gloomy subway echoes with footsteps as you hazard 
direct contact with the Shikari. 

“Не doesn’t look hostile,’ you whisper to Peri. 

“How in blazes can you tell!’ she snaps. 

Nor can you. That wrinkled snout . . . the huge, staring, 
red-veined eye... those sinewy muscles... and that 
ominous incandescent net . . . Are you walking towards a 
saviour? Or into the arms of a conqueror? 

He motions for silence, then, tracing a wall-vent with his 
fingers, he yanks off the grating, exposing a narrow duct. In a 


95 


sweeping movement, he hoists Peri off her feet and shoves 
her into the hole. 

‘Hey— but before you can complete your protest, you too 
are bundled inside! 


Turn to 31. 


95 
You have unravelled the import of the Shikari's message. 
Triwords—'the way out' consists of three words and each 
word has three letters. 

‘Excellent. You understood.’ The Doctor's congratulation 
is premature. Having deduced that ‘the way-out’ notice was a 
deception, you assume the ‘dangerous’ warning is also. It 
isn't. An unwary step sends you sprawling as your toe dips 
into a pot-hole. You spring up quickly, more embarrassed 
than hurt. 

“Let's get organized.’ The Doctor overtakes you. ‘T’ll lead. 
Peri can walk between us.’ 

A wide wrought-iron gate gives access to the footpath. 
Indian-file, you go through. 

4 hope I’m not emulating the Grand Old Duke of York,’ 
declares the Doctor. ‘Leading you up to the top of the hill 
then leading you down again.’ 

Гауе thought Don Quixote was more your style!’ retorts 
Peri. 

Hmmm, you think. I wonder which of us Periiscastingas | 
Sancho and which the donkey— 

‘Stop!’ 

So suddenly does the Doctor brake, that you and Peri 
concertina into him. But what awaits you at the end of the 
path soon dampens your high spirits. 


Turn to 54. 


96 


96 

Is the cup about to be dashed from your lips? Has the Doctor’s 
maverick impetuosity brought about what all the Rani’s 
machinations failed to achieve? Transfixed, everybody stares at 
the awesome Time Destabilizer: a great sentinel stretching up to 
the Temple’s dome. The pendulum still swings. The ticking has 
not faltered. 

‘Seems pretty indestructible to me.’ Peri puts into words 
thoughts you are having. ‘I’ve never seen anything like that 
material.’ 

“Тһе ultimate in resilience. To forge it, the Rani must have 
used helium-2,' the Doctor chunters absently. ‘Which means 
she’s been back to the Leptonic Era. Very risky.’ 

*You're a mine of irrelevant informat— 

There is a stir among the Shikaris. They become alert, 
listening. Then you hear it. Faintly. Almost inaudibly at first. 
But getting louder. A sibilant whistling. 

. The pendulum is swinging . . . Faster . . . faster . . . be- 

coming a continuous blur. Small hairline cracks craze the pewter 

ceramic casing of the Destabilizer. The minute cracks wrinkle 

into straggling welts. Your nostrils quiver as a smell—no, a 
. Stench—sickens the atmosphere. The air is becoming marinated 

in malodorous decay. 

Instinctively, asa body, everyone backs towards the entrance. 

For the Time Destabilizer is committing suicide in the only way 
itknows how— by hurtling pell-mell through millions of years in 
seconds, and thereby speeding up the degenerative process of 
aging. 

The shrill whistling converts to a senile, wailing whimper as 
the massive contraption fragments like a collapsing jigsaw into 
the cauterizing white heat of the Great Fountain. 

Then there is nothing. Not a scrap. Not a particle remains of 
the Rani’s evil work. 

Accompanied by the elated honking of the Shikari, the Doctor 
prances across the Temple and recovers the Rani’s bracelet- 
mini-transmitter. ‘Bom-tiddy-omp-pom-pom,’ he sings as he 
stabs at the input tabs. 


97 


‘Doctor! What have you done?’ 


“Pve no idea. But it should give the Rani a headache or 


two!’ . 


Umidorus moves forward. ‘Doctor, we are indebted to you | 


and your companions. Is there any way we can repay you?” 
Peri and the Doctor shake a negative. But you respond. 

“Yes, as a matter of fact there is.’ Peri frowns, but the 
Doctor nods his approval. Is he beginning to read your mind? 

“Just ask.” Umidorus is pleased. 

‘There is a valley we came through with a wrought-iron 
gate.’ н 

‘I know of where you speak,’ says Umidorus. 

‘A beautiful place and, now the Rani has gone, a place of 
tranquillity.” There is no interruption as they await your 
request. “Га like the valley to be named after Orandar.” 

‘It shall be done, my friend.’ Umidorus overclasps your 
arm and hand. 


Turn to 160. 


97 
‘Save the congratulations,’ Peri is terse. "We have to get out 
of this dump.’ 
‘Quite the little killjoy, aren’t you Peri?’ Preening himself 


in the octagonal mirrors, the Doctor's lack of concern is 


surprising. 

‘You know how to?’ He blinks at your enquiry. ‘Get out of 
here?' 

"Why? Don’t you? The artlessness of his reply is a 
challenge. 

‘Doctor!’ Peri's pressure valve is about to blow! 

*Oh, very well.' With unerring accuracy, he tugs one of the 
eight mirrors and it opens into a passage. 

*How did—' 

‘Don’t ask him. He's smug enough already!’ Peri storms 
into the passage. 

‘Pd still like to know,’ you confess. 


98 


*Orandar?' The Doctor smiles at the Shikari. “You tell our 
friend.’ 

‘The Rani had to enter and leave the room. In doing so, she 
left a palm print on the edge of the mirror.’ Orandar indicates 
the faint smudge. 

““Seeing is believing" is a Shikari motto.’ The Doctor, 
registering Orandar’s frown, continues hastily. ‘Or should 
be!’ 

‘Are you going to stay there for the duration?’ Peri’s 
plaintive admonition has the three of you hurrying into the 
passage. 


Turn to 67. > 


98 
About to push through the cream door you are thrust aside by 
Orandar. 

“Hey! What's going оп?” 

“You must let me reconnoitre. We are approaching the 
very heart of the Temple and the Rani will have the area well 
guarded.’ Orandar is checking his net as he speaks. 

“ПІ come with you,’ the Doctor declares. 

*Please, Doctor, I am armed. You are not. Also, I know the 
geography of the Temple. You do not.’ 

‘Makes sense.’ Peri is practical as ever. ‘Didn’t you tell us 
that no alien has ever been allowed into the Temple pre- 
cincts?” 

“Hoist by my own petard, eh, Peri?” 

“If that's what you call reasoned argument, yes!” 

The consensus of opinion seeming to be in favour, 
Orandar prepares to leave. 

‘Take great care, Orandar.' You've grown to admire this 
empathic Shikari friend and feel reluctant to let him go. As he 

opens the door, cold shudders run down your spine. Is this а 
premonition? 


Turn to 38. 


A Gee ОЗ 


99-100 


99 
‘Hold it! I’m beginning to read the Rani.’ You come toa halt 
by a suspension bridge spanning a chasm. ‘T’d’ve said this 
was too advanced for the Shikari . . . The technology, I 
mean.’ 

‘I won’t quarrel with that.’ Peri is impressed with the 
graceful structure. The fretwork of fragile spars is made of 
crystal alloy and the tension cable of a diamond-hard trans- 
parent polypropylene substance. To cross would mean using 
a bullet-shaped carriage that hoverfloats on a single rail. 
Slabs of granite, debris from the bridge construction, catch 
your attention. 

“What would you say to a dummy run?’ you ask. 

“As long as I’m not the dummy, it’s fine by me.’ 

They are heavy, but you manage to hump two of the 
granite slabs into the carriage. As it registers the weight of its 
‘passenger’ there is an almost imperceptible hum and the 
carriage glides onto the bridge. At mid-point it halts. 

Fascinated, you watch. The granite slabs inside the 
carriage glow. A high-frequency heat incinerates them. The 
carriage is, in reality, a deadly microwave oven. Ina matter of 
seconds, the bottom hinges open and the cremated remains 
of the granite slabs are emptied into the chasm. 

‘Perhaps we should go back and try another path,’ you 
suggest. Peri doesn’t demur. 


Turn to 133. 


100 

Traversing the barren terrain of Kerophysi, a desire for the 
sight of vegetation almost overwhelms you; not for aesthetic 
reasons but for self-preservation. Conscious of the bone- 
masticating Quarintalardus, you feel exposed and vulnerable 
as you head for a plateau that crests an escarpment. That’s 
where the Doctor has decided the Time Destabilizer, or a 
clue to its whereabouts, could be. 


101-103 


‘Come оп! Ours is not to reason why!’ Peri scrambles over 
. the loose shale of a crater and scurries after the imperiously 

striding Time Lord. 

More circumspect, you query the Doctor’s judgement. He 
seems intent on making hard labour of the journey by opting for 
a route through rough, boulder-strewn gullies and rifts. There 
is a much less arduous track which offers a speedier passage. 


You have a choice. 
Take the less arduous track and turn to 3. 
Orrisk a grazed shin and tag along with the Doctor. Turn to 35. 


101 
*Aaaah—ouch! Vine A is not secured and you are 
dropping . . . dropping . . . dropping . . . into the rapacious 
jaws of a turquoise gardenia. At least you’re missing the 
rhododendron. For that, like a cow, regurgitates its food . . . 


THE END 


102 
Your blackout was induced by the choloroform. But that was a 
blessing. A hundred per cent frostbite should not be anybody's 
departing memory . . . : 


THE END 


103 
You have been naive in assuming the Rani would not have 
booby-trapped the gas pump. Suddenly it goes into overdrive, 
spewing clouds of freezing gas into the Control Room. Icicles 
form on your fingertips . . . nose . . . other extremities. Your 
jaw locks solid and beads of frost crochet your eyelids 
together... 


THE END 


—n—— 


104 


104 
Sodium hydroxide Ammonium chloride Ethylene glycol 
NaOH NH4CI HOCH;CH;OH 


Dozens and dozens of jars, neatly labelled, are massed with 
carboys, along prefabricated shelves in the oval 
ante-chamber. 

‘The Rani’s playpen, I assume,’ remarks Peri as she 
follows you into the well-stocked dispensary. 

“We must be in the Temple precincts, Orandar.’ The 
Doctor has noted the rounded alcoves typical of Shikarian . 
architecture. 

‘A sacristy,’ replies Orandar, irritably pushing aside a 
loaded instrument-trolley blotting out a mural. The clinical 
array of precision balances, blow-pipes and volumetric flasks 
forms an incongruous foreground to the pastoral scene. 

Wary of traps, you walk cautiously to the door. Door? 
There are three of them and each has three statements 
inscribed on its panels. 


These statements may be true or false, but on the door you need 
to go through, none of them is false. 

Read carefully, because a wrong selection could prove 
fatal... 

The pink door’s statements read— 


The sun weighs as much as 332,270 Earths. 

Saturn has the highest density of any planet in our solar 
system. 

Sarah is four times as old as Emily. In sixteen years she will 
be twice as old as Emily. Sarah is 32, Emily is eight. 


All true or not? 
If you think all three are true, turn to 91. 
The amber door’s statements read— 


104 


The Milky Way is one of 30,000 spiral galaxies. There are 
at least 200,000,000,000 stars in the Milky Way galaxy. 
The nearest star to the solar system is 8.3 light years away. 


True or false? 
If you think all three are true, turn to 34. 
The cream door’s statements read— 


One square centimetre of the sun’s surface shines with the 
intensity of 60,000 candles. 

The nearest star to the solar system is the Alpha Centauri 
system. 

Twelve years ago, Sam was seven times as old as his son. 
Eight years ago, he was four times as old. Four years ago, he 
was three times as old. This year he is two and a half times as 
old. 

Sam is 40, his son is 16. 


If you think these three statements are true, turn to 138. 
Each door leads somewhere. Make your decision and turn to 
the appropriate section. 


105-106 


105 
‘Which is the hologram, Огапааг?” 

Orandar’s bulbous eye scans each of the four giants. He 
selects the third. ‘Quickly. We’ve no time to lose.’ That’s all 
well and good, but the towering apparition scowling down 
looks only too real to you! 

Fortunately your courage is not put to the test. Orandar 
walks through the entrance first. Unhindered. No flicker of 
protest; not even a change of expression creases the fearsome 
countenance of the Herculean sentry. 

You’re next. You run as fast as your feet will carry you! 
Past Orandar, across the courtyard, on through an adjacent 
door and into a poky chamber. You realize your mistake as 
soon as you cross the threshold. 


Turn to 150. 


106 
Indecision has caused you to drop behind the others and the 
mutilating tentacles are snapping at your heels. 


A choice is presented. 

Above, in the sewer roof, iron rungs ascend to a manhole. 
You can scale these and turn to 28. 

Or you can throw caution to the wind and chase like fury over 
the slimy towpath after your companions . . . and turn to 49. 


107 


SOUTH 
WAY IN ONLY 


You can enter the maze through the SOUTH, 
EAST or WEST entrance. Which will you 
choose? Remember you must enter the maze 
and you can only get out through EXIT. 


108 


108 
‘—Three! Let them come to us! I’ll take the first, Peri the 
second, you the third!’ The Doctor even manages to sound 
cool. 

You wish you could claim the same. Your lips feel dry 
against the blowpipe and the syringe Peri is holding trem- 
bles. 

Silence. Where are they? Will they come storming in like 
the SAS in a barrage of ear-splitting noise? You glance at the 
the Doctor, but his attention is riveted on the door. 

“Aim for the head. That’ll disable the shards.’ 

An almost imperceptible hissing as a shimmering, f 
glittering Cryogenate glides in. You may be disconcerted by 
the speed and lack of prior warning but the Doctor is not. A 
parabola of ethylene glycol douses the intruder. 

The effect is immediate. The Cryogenate begins to dis- - 
solve. The perfectly chiselled prisms congeal. The shard, 
half-out of the mouth, wilts. The deterrent is effective. Not 
that you are given respite for congratulations. The next 
invader and the next swish into the dispensary. Unmitigated 
fear releases a surge of adrenalin. 

‘Keep on the move!’ yells the Doctor. 

You obey, but the floor, wet from melting ice and ethylene 
glycol, is slippery and you miss your appointed target. Its 
tongue spits a shard that narrowly misses you and cleaves 
` asunder a flagon—chloroform gushes everywhere. 

Seeing your dilemma, the Doctor sprays your assailant 
and, in doing so, puts himself at risk. It is Peri who comes to 
the Doctor’s rescue. But now she has shot her bolt. The 
syringe is empty. 

Muzzy from the cloying odour of chloroform, your actions 
are in slow motion. Nevertheless, you manage to empty the 
blowpipe, incapacitating another Cryogenate. Peri, too, is 
woozy. Only the Doctor, furthest away from the split flagon, - 
is unaffected by the anaesthetic. 

For you, the scene assumes an unreality. Floundering 


109 


- Cryogenates melt into puddles in which you and Peri reel 


drunkenly. 
Alone, the Doctor holds the fort, liquidating three more 
Cryogenates . . . until his luck runs out. A shard from the 


final invader punctures the container of the stirrup pump. 
Having neutralized its contemptuous adversaries, the last of 
the Cryogenates turns vengefully, arms extended, preparing 


for the death hug . . . And it's coming towards you... 
Swaying unsteadily, resigned to your fate, you back into a 
corner... 
Turn to 36. 
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Work out the message and turn to 139. 


110-111 


110 
You could do with ear-muffs and goggles. In a cloud of dust, 
an excavator is drilling into a quarry. A titanium corkscrew, 
two metres wide and ten metres long, is mounted on a golden 
spheroid which crabs along on as many legs as a centipede. 
Pulverized mineral sediment is being carried to a 
conveyor-belt. Unfortunately, the conveyor-belt is taking 
sediment to a processing plant away from the wall. 

Wiping grit from your eyes, you note that the driver’s 
cabin surmounting the golden spheroid is unoccupied. In- 
deed, the whole mining operation is a robotic affair. Scaling 
iron rungs leading to the cabin, you examine the controls. 
Luck is with you; the contraption can be switched to manual. 
Hope renewed, you steer the rotating corkscrew in the 
direction of the wall. 

No, you are not going through but under! Burrowing 

- beneath the foundations, you are jubilant. Soon you will be 
past the wall and getting nearer to the Time Destabilizer. 


Turn to 66. 


111 
*Cryogenates? What are Cryogenates?' Peri's fear is ex- 
acerbated by the pounding crashes as shards of ice rain onto 
the door. 

*Creatures whose skin surface temperature is minus two 
hundred and seventy-three degrees centigrade, a mere 
micro-fraction above absolute zero,' replies the Doctor. 
‘They emit no body heat.’ 

‘No wonder Orandar got caught in their line of fire,’ you 
lament. “His heat-sensor eye couldn't “see” them.” 

*Shouldn't think he could avoid them either!’ The non- 
stop pummelling and the sad loss of Orandar has unnerved 
Peri. ‘There must be a legion of them waiting for us.’ 


Turn to 129. 


112 2 


112 
Sprinting along the subterranean. passageway of the 
amphitheatre, you come to a vestibule. 

“Wait!” Panting, Peri examines an array of toggles and 
press-buttons. 

‘What is it?’ you ask. 

‘Tm not sure. But this is not unlike the scanner screen 
control in the TARDIS.’ She manipulates the toggles and 
buttons. A panel above the control deck lights up and an 
image comes into focus. 

“It can’t be!’ you gasp. 

‘It is!’ she declares. 

Hanging from a large ceiling-hook, trussed and bound, is 
the Doctor. 

‘Hallo, Peri. How аге you?’ he asks politely. 

“Сап we skip the courtesies!’ She’s known the Doctor long 
enough not to be startled by his eccentricities. ‘Where are 
you? And what are you doin—’ 

“Hanging around like this?’ He grins. 

‘Glad to hear you haven’t lost your sense of humour, 
Doctor,’ you laugh. 

‘Speak for yourself!’ quibbles Peri. ‘Doctor, will you 
answer the question!’ 

Mustering a serious mien, the Doctor explains. ‘At a 
. guess, I’m in the Rani's TARDIS. Why I’m slung up in this 
manner will no doubt become clear when she gets here. 
Unless, of course, you manage to effect my rescue first.’ 

‘We are trying, Doctor,’ you apologize. “But we couldn't 
solve a time-sequence problem. So we're having to go—' 

He interrupts. “Time-sequence problem? Peri, what i is our 
friend mumbling about?’ 

She explains and, on his orders, repeats the timing of the 
flame-thrower. ‘One second, four seconds, two seconds, 
three seconds, six seconds, four seconds, five seconds—’ 
‘Eight seconds, nine seconds, twelve seconds,’ the Doctor 
declares, assertively jumping to the solution. 
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113-114 


‘Hope you "re right, Doctor,’ you say, bravely. 

‘I am,’ is his confident reply. 

Peri is sceptical. ‘If you're not, it's us that'll get the deadly 
hotfoot!” 


Turn to 5 and check before going on to 26. 


113 
As you step from the TARDIS you are frozen into a statue. It 
begins in your toes... a stiffness.. a coldness... 
travelling rapidly through your ankles . . . your calves . 
your chest... your arms... your eyes... your whole 
- body. But—and here's the rub—not your brain. 

So you can still think. You can witness what is happening. 
You can wonder what horror will overtake you next . . . and 
be able to do nothing about ії... 

And that is not all. You will be unable to eat. Without 
nourishment, you will gradually go mad . . . your brain will 
dies... 


Changed your mind? 
Decided to take the other choice? Turn to 25. 


114 

The answer is an ice barrier. 

If you got it, Peri didn't. “Why in there?” she protests, 
'shrilly. Assisting, you are carrying Peri into a fissure in the 
glacier. ‘We’ll all get frostbite!’ She shivers. “What is it with 
you, Doctor? Are you an ice freak?’ 

‘Freak? Let me tell you—' 

*Doctor! The Shikaris! If you must sound off, do it sotto 
voce! 

‘Sotto voce? You're beginning to sound like him,’ you quip. 

*Maybe. But I can't think like him. Why have we been 
dragged into this refrigerated hell-hole?' Her expelled breath 
crystallizes in the sub-zero temperature. 

*How does the Shikari see?' the Doctor asks. 


115 


“With a heat-sensor,’ you prompt. 

*And we have just put five metres of glacier between us and 
them. Need I say more?' The fading honking of the hunters 
confirms the wisdom of the strategy. ‘Let me bind that 
ankle.’ 

As the Doctor crouches to apply a bandage, you wander 
further into the fissure. It leads to a cavern. 


Turn to 13. 


115 

You discover Peri crouching in the courtyard, rubbing her 
ankle. 

“We must hurry,’ Orandar urges. ‘Where is the Doctor?” 

“Не muttered something about a laboratory.’ She eyes the 
complex of buildings protected by the high wall. ‘Like the 
Elephant’s Child, ’satiable curtiosity got the better of him.’ 

Her remark is completely lost on the Shikari, and, perhaps 
for the first time, you appreciate just how much of a mystery 
your culture must be to this alien. 

‘From a story by Rudyard Kipling. A famous writer—’ 
Your explanation is summarily interrupted. 

“Then we must continue without him.’ 

“Leave the Doctor?’ This is a development you have never 
contemplated. 

“Не will be able to read our tracks. My father taught him 
well.’ 

Reluctant though she is to abandon the Doctor, Peri is 
infected by Orandar’s plea for urgency. 


Are you? 

Will you go with Peri and the Shikari? If so, turn to 93. 

Or will you stay and seek the Doctor? If so, turn to 124. 
There is a third choice. To persuade Peri and Orandar to help 
you find the Doctor despite the Shikari’s anxiety about getting 
to the Temple. For this, turn to 156. 
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116 


116 
Zrrroom! The snarling engines shatter the calm of the lake. 
On full throttle, the Doctor has the powerful catamaran up 
on a plane, riding the crest of the ruffled water. Vibration 
from the pounding twin hulls is jigging your eyeballs in 
their sockets. The speedometer needle is nudging 110 
knots. 

‘Rather exhilarating, don’t you think?’ shouts the Doctor 
to nobody in particular. 

You are clinging on grimly as the prows buck and stinging 
spray drenches your clothes. ‘Oh... Yes... Great.’ 
Hesitation underlines the lack of conviction in your reply. 

A manic elation grips the Doctor. Do Time Lords, as well as 
two hearts, have a double dose of adrenalin? Your unease is not 
funk. On Lake Coniston in England, a similar craft, attempting 
a world speed record, had somersaulted. The corpse of the 
driver was never recovered. Even a modest piece of driftwood 
would puncture the hull at this pace. 

Peri is having similar thoughts. ‘I know we're in a hurry, but 
could we reduce the speed a little?’ Strands of hair lace her 
cheeks and her slim frame is buffeted about the steering 
cockpit. 

‘Can’t. Must maintain speed. To stay on the plane.’ By 
this he means he has to keep the twin hulls skimming the 
wave-tops to reduce water-resistance. 

‘Doctor, look!’ Orandar points to navigational buoys that 
` chart a channel to the shore. 

‘Maybe. Then maybe not. Peri, there’s a flare-pistol in 
the locker. Fire it into that channel,’ he commands. 

Features contorting as she squeezes the trigger, Peri com- 
plies. The instant the flare hits the designated spot, the 
channel between the marker-buoys erupts in a sheet of 
flame. In reflex, the Doctor slews the sleek powerboat in a 
wide arc, drifting into a jetty at an acute angle. 

‘The straight and narrow was an invitation to a watery 
grave.’ Grimly the Doctor tosses the hawser ashore for you 


. 117-119 


to tie up. In contrast to the slate-gray lake, the hinterland before 
you is a riotous blaze of colour. 


Turn to 146. 


117 
The pool, in fact, is a tank on the dispensary roof. Dripping 
water, you squelch to the open skylight. ; 


Turn to 104. 


118 
‘The vowels are missing.’ 

‘Never mind about vowels—my thirty seconds are almost 
up—’ Your reprimand is cut short as the Doctor uncorks the 
fourth bottle and holds it to your mouth. 

‘Quick! Drink!’ 

‘Suppose it’s not the right опе?” you stutter. He indicates the 
frieze. ‘THE ANTIDOTE IS IN THE MIDDLE BOTTLE,’ 
he interprets. ‘I told you. The vowels are missing.’ 

Convinced, you swallow the full contents of the bottle, 
hoping against hope that the Doctor is not wrong. 


Ts he? Turn to 58. 


119 

A grid of rods springs up, sealing off the stairs from the 
courtyard. As they snap to attention, arcs of spluttering sparks 
fly between each pair. The Rani has created a deadly, im- 
penetrable megavolt palisade that will prevent you ever getting 
to her or the Time Destabilizer. 

She looks down at her new defences. From her elevation, its 
pattern is— 

о 00000 о о 00000 о 
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120-121 


If from this distance you could observe her face, you would 
see she was smiling. But she has little cause to smile. 


There is an answer to that arcing palisade. 

(а) Is it perhaps the rods? Does the answer lie in there? Study 
them closely. 

(b) Or does the answer lie with the Doctor? 

(c) Or with your new-found allies, the Shikaris? 

Choose (a), turn to 43. 

Choose (b), turn to 154. 

Choose (c), turn to 39. 


120 

Rejecting the obvious, you quit the cavern via a side-exit and 
arrive at a deserted cable-car station. Discreetly, you recon- 
noitre, but the station gives the impression of having been 
abandoned. Skis, chairs, even blankets are strewn about the 
departure lounge. A gusting wind blasts through shattered. 
‘ windows. Chilled, you knot a blanket over your shoulders 
and contemplate the situation. 

There are two ways down. Skiing the pistes or, if it is 
functioning, the cable car. The decision is made for you. 
With an expertise that under different circumstances you 
would admire, Shikari hunters ski towards the station. 

The controls on the cable car are rudimentary. The 
generator whines. The wheels roll. And you chunter 
smoothly out onto the cable. 


To freedom? Turn to 59. 


121 
The TARDIS has come to rest on the planet of Hipuskyra. 
Uninviting would be an understatement of the aspect 
showing on the scanner screen. Ranging from a metre to 
several metres tall is a motley collection of fungi: toadstools, 
puffballs and mushrooms. The surface is blotched with 
mildew. 


112 


“Wow! Now that’s interesting.’ There is no hint of sarcasm 
in Peri’s voice. A biologist, she really does find the un- 
appetizing scene interesting. 

“There's no accounting for taste.’ The Doctor has a more 

jaundiced opinion. ‘My advice is not to poke your nose 
outside. At least, until I’ve run some tests.’ 

But you cannot wait. You laugh. ‘The great Doctor is 
afraid of a few mushrooms!’ Your derision has angered him. 
Nevertheless, you’re feeling reckless. ‘Open up, please,’ you 
mock. “ГІ bring you back some for breakfast.’ 

“Doctor, don’t!’ Peri's plea is ignored and the very angry 
Time Lord yanks the external door mechanism. 

You exit. A fetid stench assails your nostrils and you 
immediately regret the display of bravado. Even so, you 
cannot climb down. Stubbornly refusing to reveal any 
doubts, you step out boldly—onto a patch of greasy mildew. 
Arms flailing, you skid into a puffball. The flaccid skin 
ruptures and a sickly odour chokes you as fluid gushes over 
you. Of no great moment now, but for your information the 
fluid is formaldehyde! You are being embalmed, 
mummified! 


THE END 


122 
Alone, you pause before quitting the shelter of the thicket. 
Glinting in the bright sunlight is a sapphire plain, its surface 
unmarked by footprints or tracks of any kind. "Where's the 
danger?' you smile. 

A rustling from overhead. A flapping. The sunlight is 
blotted out as a giant moth, wing-span exceeding twelve 
metres, detaches itself from a branch and descends upon you. 
Clawed talons impose a vice-like grip on your shoulders and 
you soar upwards .. higher... higher... You cease 
struggling and pray the monstrous lepidoptera won't drop 
you. From this height you'd need a parachute! 

“What's that? you scream. A tacky, silken cord is 


y 


123-124 


entwining your body. You are being cocooned in a chrysalis 
of glutinous thread. 

Now your ears pop. The moth is making a rapid descent to 
a nest. Once there, the clawed talons release their grip, but 
not to your relief. Bursting forth from other chrysalises are 
enormous grubs. Instead of mouths they have suckers on 
long flexible stalks. The nearest grub, with the delicacy of a 
surgeon, is gently caressing your throat with its sucker. The 
caressing stops. The grub has located your jugular . . . 


THE END 


123 
‘Don’t touch any of the fruit until I’ve examined it,’ says Peri 
absently as she studies a ripening orange. 

The fragrant smell torments you, so you move away from 
temptation. The sparkling brook trickles at your feet. You 
bend to bathe your chapped lips and soothe your parched 
tongue—a lichen-covered hand shoots out of the water and 
clasps you by the throat, throttling your voice. 

You struggle to prise open the bony fingers. 

It is useless. The vice-like grip is dragging you down into 
the fathomless depths. Where you cannot breathe . . . The 


water you so craved fills your nostrils . . . your mouth . . . 
your lungs . . . Your struggles grow feeble . . . cease. . . 
THE END 
124 


A solitary investigator, you approach a wedge-shaped 
building. Entering, you experience an oppressive surge of 
foreboding. Flasks grimed with sediment, test-tubes stained 
with tidemarks from evaporated liquids, pipettes in 
sterilizing-jars, a bench pitted with acid drips: all the para- 
phernalia of a working laboratory. 

Evidence of the Rani abounds. ‘A brilliant chemist’ was 
the Doctor's description. And yet . . . and yet... there is 


125-126 


something more . . A sense of evil that pollutes even the air 
you breathe. Every instinct beseeches you to flee. To get out 
of here. 

You can't. Drawn as if by an irresistible magnet, you go to 
a row of vertical cabinets. Smoked-glass fronts obscure the 
interiors. The compulsion to act forces you to open the 
nearest . . . and release a vacuum. 

Immediately you are sucked by a whirlwind into the 
cabinet. Neon lights pulsate as you are transferred to the 
world of antimatter where you will meet your doppelgänger 
—your antimatter self. 

The encounter will be brief. A mere micro-second. For 
there is an implacable law—matter and antimatter are 
mutually destructive. 


THE END 


125 
Ethylene glycol. Chemical formula HOCH,CH,OH. In 
layman’s language—antifreeze. The fluid that keeps car 
radiators from freezing in winter. Did you get it? If so, turn to 
63. 
If not, you must throw a 6 twice before moving to 63. 


126 
The Doctor is alive, but the scenario the Rani has pro- 
grammed for him would make death a merciful release. 

‘Cut him down.’ 

Trussed and bound, the Doctor is suspended from a 
ceiling-hook. A Shikari guard severs the cord with a single 
slash but instead of allowing the Doctor’s body to plummet to 
the floor, he cradles him down in his arms. 

“Thank you,’ says the Doctor. “Er—let's see. You're 
Ataba, aren’t you? Brother of Amana. Yes, I met your father 
when—’ 

‘It’s useless to presume on old friendships, Doctor.’ The 
Rani oozes confidence. “The Shikaris are my pawns.’ 


126 


Yes, and although why they are her pawns is an intriguing 
question, there is a more important issue for the Doctor to 
pursue. 

‘Somewhat unlike you. Exerting power. I’ve never thought 
you susceptible to megalomania.” 

Refusing to rise to the bait, she is engrossed with a perspex 
coffin, paying particular attention to an elaborate combination- 
lock fixed to the lid. 

‘Perhaps Гуе misjudged you. Resentment at being exiled 
from Gallifrey has warped your personality.’ He is hoping that 
the mention of Gallifrey, the Time Lords’ planet, will incite a 
response. It does. But not what he’s after. 

‘If you imagine you can delay the inevitable with unsubtle 
claptrap, save your breath.’ All said without interrupting her 
concentration on the coffin. 

‘Come now, that’s unfair. Whatever else, I’ve never under- 
estimated you.’ He is managing to keep the desperation out of 
his voice. Just. “With your exceptional talents, you could be a 
unique source of advancement.’ 

‘So I will. But free of the sentimental moralizing that has 
retarded science.’ She raises the coffin lid. 

“Апа you believe the Time Destabilizer will enable you to do 
that?’ The scathing inflection shows that he has not given up. 

‘T know it will.’ 

*You're tampering with forces that not even you can compre- 
hend. The most minute miscalculation could mutilate the 
whole of Creation. Beyond redemption.’ 

His vision of perdition fails to stir even a flicker of emotion on 
the classically chiselled features of the Rani. Instead she points a 
manicured finger at the perspex coffin. ‘Put him in there.’ 

‘Thank you, I’m not in the least sleepy. I managed to snatch 
forty winks while I was hanging around.’ Obviously reluctant, 
the Shikaris nevertheless obey. 

‘A pity you’re such a meddlesome fool, Doctor. Your sense 
of humour’s quite refreshing. It’s unfortunate I won’t be able to 
preserve that!’ 

Her emphasis on the word ‘preserve’ registers with the 
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Doctor, but as yet he cannot appreciate its implication. He 
shivers. Wiggles his toes. ‘Not too warm in here. Any 
blankets around?’ Ignoring the quip, the Rani lowers the lid. 
‘Er—do I have a last request? It’s usual, you know.’ 

As the lid clicks shut, the Rani switches on a pump. 
Freezing gas begins infiltrating the coffin. She sets the 
thermostat at absolute zero. . . 

She is lyophilizing the Doctor; freeze-drying him to pre- 
serve his organs in case she needs them for spare parts . . . 


Turn to 73. 
127 
*Stop! Stop! Don't cast offl You scoot towards the 
powerboat. 


*You're coming with us? Excellent. There's room for one 
more,' welcomes the Doctor. 

“No, it’s not that,’ you gulp, breathlessly. “There's a 
monster in the lake. You’ll be attacked.’ 

‘Rubbish. You’re hallucinating. This is a dead-sea lake. 
The heavy salt content proscribes any form of living 
organism.’ A pompous dismissal from the Doctor. 

‘Some hallucination! Smashed the rowing-boat!” 

“It did?’ 

‘To matchwood.’ 

‘I believe you.’ Peri is an ally and Orandar is nodding. 

In a minority of one, the Doctor concedes. ‘Must be 
another of the Rani’s nasty toys.’ He refuses to be daunted. 
‘Not to worry. This—’ he pats the powerboat—‘this will : 
outrun any mechanical monster. ` 

‘Unless it’s another of the Rani’s little toys,’ you say, 
witheringly. 


Turn to 116. 


128-129 


128 
HIT RED TAB i 
TURN BLUE KEY 
PRESS DOWN MAUVE LEVER 


Did you get it? 

You had only to follow the spiral galaxies, reading off the 
letters the wispy ‘tails’ actually touched, reading from the 
centre out. 

If you did get it, turn to 8. 

If not . . . well, you've come this far so you deserve a break. 
No penalty. Turn to 8. 


129 
Even allowing for Peri’s fraught hyperbole, ‘legion’ is too 
strong a term. But the military analogy is apt. 

Drawn up in battle-formation is a squad of Cryogenates. 
The Rani’s praetorian guard, they stand three metres tall and 
are composed of diamond-hard ice. Head, torso, arms and 
legs are formed by myriads of tiny prisms that glitter and 
sparkle, giving the redoubtable aliens an unworldly aura. 
The rigidity of their icy flesh and sinews obviates the need for 
a supporting skeleton. But because of their transparency, 
their nervous systems and internal organs can be clearly seen. 

The Cryogenates are formidable opponents. Gifted with 
the mobility of an ice-dancer, they have as their principal 
weapon shards of ice which they spit like venom with un- 
erring accuracy. Additionally, they have another method of 
dealing with an adversary. A hug. The victim dies of in- 
stantaneous frostbite. 

For the frugal and spartan Rani, there is a further 
attraction; the Cryogenates’ need for, and expenditure of, 
energy is virtually nil. They eat only once every hundred 
years. And then a vitamin B capsule for their nervous systems 
is adequate. : 

If the intrepid adventurers trapped in the dispensary 
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imagine the Cryogenates are relying completely on defence, 
they are іп for a rude awakening. A continuous barrage of ice | 
shards weakens the door’s hinges as the frosty aliens glide 
smoothly into the attack. 


Turn to 88. 


130 ` 
The Shikari’s heat-seeking eye can detect the three real giant 
humanoids. The fourth, the hologram, is an image without 
substance. 


Did you get this? 

If not, throw the dice. 

S or 2 are lucky numbers and allow уои to go on with the Doctor to 
105. 

Throw 4, and turn to 76. 

Throw 1, 3 or 6, and turn to 9. 


131 
You are confronted by a starving, salivating Ratape that has not 
been fed for three weeks . . . But you are about to remedy that. 


THE END 


132 

‘The way out’... ‘the way ош”... Rhythmically the 
phrase jogs through your mind as you stride along the 
springy turf. It's all so easy, free from obstacles. Elation 
soars . . . and so do you. You try to check your pace but the 
buoyancy of the turf has an impetus that is irrepressible. So 
much so that your feet leave the ground. between each 
bounding stride. 

There is an acceleration that you can do nothing about. Itis 
as if you are on an enormous trampoline. Soon you are 
bouncing metres high and the rhythm, that beat of three, 
persists. 


133 


Three! The Shikari’s warning was ‘beware the Triwords’. 
‘The way out’ —three-letter words in a three-word sentence. 

Realization is too late. You are zooming level with the 
mountain peaks now. The apex of every bounce is being 
increased by a multiple of three. 3 metres . . . 9 metres . . . 
27 metres . . . 81 metres . . . 243 metres . . . Up, up, into 
the stratosphere. 

No, the progression doesn’t stretch off into infinity. You 
will eventually come to rest. Permanently. In Limbo . . . 


THE END 


133 
You are on Path C, but do not get too complacent. The Rani 
has laid a lethal obstacle which you are going to meet next. 
The path leads to a steep-sided ravine, the floor of which is a 
graveyard of knee-deep white ash. 

*Someone's had a big bonfire!’ you quip. 

‘Bonfire? murmurs Peri. She bends to look closer at the 
ash. “That's the cremated dust of bones and skulls!’ As if in 
confirmation, a searing blast from a flame-thrower scorches 
the area. ‘And we'll be adding to it if we try to cross!” 

‘Try to cross?’ you say, alarmed. ‘We’ve no choice. We 
have to if we're to find the Doctor and the Time Des- 
tabilizer Another roaring blast of flame, followed two sec- 
onds later by another. 

Appalled, you both recoil from the heat. Wait for the next 
blast. It comes three seconds later. Then six seconds. The 
blasts appear to happen at random. They are not. There is a 
sequence ending with a twelve-second break. And that's the 
longest you're going to get! 

‘Can we make it in twelve seconds?’ Peri queries. 

*Have we a choice! 

You haven't . . . So you must know when that twelve- 
second gap will occur again in the sequence, otherwise you'll 
get burnt to a cinder. 

You begin timing the blasts. One second—four seconds— 
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two seconds—three seconds—six seconds—four seconds— 
five seconds. 


Can you work out when the twelve-second break will occur? 
If you can complete the sequence, turn to 5. 
If you cannot, turn to 47. 


134 
You open the correct cabinet and the grateful Doctor 
emerges. 

‘Curiosity killed the cat,’ he quips, tugging the velvet 
lapels as he watches his antimatter doppelgänger fade. ‘Always 
rather had a fancy for those silky, maverick creatures.’ He 
strokes the badge. “Never thought a feline would save my 
life, though.’ 

Giving the cabinets a wide berth, you impatiently cross to 
the computer bank. ‘I hate to interrupt this sweet digression, 
Doctor. But isn’t our mission to destroy the Time Des- 
tabiliz—?' 

A trap drops away beneath your feet and you slide, 
helter-skelter, down a long chute. 


Turn to 16. 


135 

Sloshing through the dispensary towards the courtyard, your 
eardrums feel they will burst from the throbbing wail. 

‘The Rani!’ declares the Doctor. ‘She’s calling up the 
troops.” 

At the door you brace yourself. What waits on the other 
side? The corpse of the brave Orandar, but what else? 

‘Do you want to give up?’ There is an understanding, not 
reproval, in the Doctor’s question. 


Do you? That option is available. Fust turn to 1 and Limbo is 
yours for eternity. 
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If not, tell the Doctor to carry on. No, better yet, you lead the 
way into the courtyard. Turn to 14. 


136 
You’ve compiled a winning score. 
Turn to 128 for the answer to the problem, then turn to 8. 


137 
From the bright sunlight, you descend into a Stygian gloom, 
pungent with acrid fumes. The sewer’s trough is sluiced not 
Бу water but by a seething, corrosive acid. The towpath is 
filmed with slime and, immediately your feet touch down, 
they shoot from beneath you. A hand catches you by the 
scruff of the neck. 

‘Steady, my friend. Steady.” The Doctor peers at the 
caustic stream. ‘I’d say a swim in there would be your last.’ 
He sniffs. ‘A derivation of hydrofluoric acid.’ He tosses a 
coin into the gurk. It promptly dissolves. ‘Waste from a Rani 
processing plant, no doubt.’ 

Sure-footed as ever, Orandar is padding upstream. 
Gingerly, the rest of you tag along. 

Suddenly you cringe away from the wall that you have 
been hugging—it is alive! ‘Snakes!’ You gasp in revulsion. 

The Doctor squints at the congealed, squirming mess. 
‘Nonsense! Spile worms, wouldn’t you say, Peri?’ 

‘Yes. Quite harmless,’ she affirms. 

It may be a cliché, but, despite the assurances, you really 
do feel between the devil and the deep as you tread the 
narrow, greasy towpath. 

But then these fears fade into the minor league . . . gliding 
towards you in the sewer is a fluorescent blob. Orandar 
instinctively flattens to the ground. Slime or not, you follow 
suit. 


Turn to 18. 


138-140 


138 
You chose correctly. None of the statements is false. Go 
through the cream door and turn to 98. 


139 
The message reads 


‘Meet me at the far end of the valley but beware the 
Triwords.’ 


Who or what are the Triwords? 

As the three of you tramp along the tree-lined valley, every 
shadow, every hollow seems to harbour an assailant. Even 
the signpost with two arms from this distance takes on the 
shape of a possible enemy. 

‘Ouch!’ Peri’s heel has come off. Delving into his copious 
pocket, the Doctor produces a hammer and, with a cobbler’s 
expertise, begins a repair. You wander on. 

The signpost is harmless, but it does pose a problem. One 
arm bears the legend, ‘THE WAY OUT’, the other 
“DANGEROUS FOOTPATH’. You should wait for the 
Doctor but decide to press on. 


Which way will you go? Remember the Shikari’s warning. 
The wrong decision spells disaster. 

Which will you choose? 

The way out? Turn to 132. 

Dangerous footpath? Turn to 95. 


140 
A unique feature of the planet Pyro Shika, where the 
TARDIS lands, is the colour of the soil: a rich iridescent 
sapphire-blue. 
The Doctor activates the Scanner Screen Visual Control 
and you and Peri get your first view of the natives, the 
Shikari; a race of hunters. ` 
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‘Weird,’ is Peri’s verdict. 

And she’s not joking! They resemble humans up to the 
neck—two sinewy arms, two muscular legs, a lithe torso — 
but their heads are dominated by a huge snout. And that’s 
not where the difference ends. 

‘Shades of Cyclops!’ Peri is referring to the single, staring 
eye set in the middle of their foreheads. 

‘An infra-red sensor,’ explains the Doctor. ‘The eye can 
sense heat. That’s how it “sees”. You, for instance, Peri, 
would not be an attractive young woman to the Shikaris. 
You'd be an outline. A source of heat they'd detect.’ 

‘I think Pd rather stay undetected!’ 

‘Nonsense. They're old friends.’ 

The Shikaris begin towards the TARDIS. Dangling from 
a band around their waists are panels of cloth bearing 
symbols and graphics which establish their status within the 
tribe. But your attention is taken by the glowing in- 
candescent net that each carries. 

“Those nets, Doctor?’ You're alarmed. 

‘Electrostatic. Used for hunting. The Shikari are expert 
hunters.’ 

‘Oh, great!’ says Peri watching the advance on the 
TARDIS. ‘If they can’t scare you to death, they electrocute 
you!” 

Her sarcasm is not misplaced. The Shikaris are now 
whirling their nets above their heads like dervishes. You 
watch the flying sparks, the long, wrinkled snouts, the red- 
veined eyes: surely only distance could lend enchantment to 
these frightening creatures . . . So you are less than disap- 
pointed at the Doctor’s next instruction. 

“You'll stay here with Peri. I’m going out to speak to 
them.’ 

‘Must you?’ Peri’s sarcasm has changed to concern. But 
the Doctor is adamant. He cannot understand why the Time 
Destabilizer is on Pyro Shika. After all, this is not the planet 
where the Rani rules. 

‘Don’t switch off the scanner,’ urges Peri as the Doctor 
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operates the door mechanism. “We want to see what 
happens.’ 

‘Nothing will happen. They know me.’ 

‘All the same, leave it on,’ Peri insists. 


Has she a premonition of disaster? If so, is she right or is she 
just being alarmist? Turn to 57. 


141 
Path B meanders through a glade dappled with sunlight. 
Nestling in its fold is an untidy clutter of unpretentious 
dwellings of blue clay: simple shelters whose inhabitants 
prefer the freedom of the outdoors. 

In a nearby recreation-ground, Shikari children, watched 
over by their mothers, play on the swings, climbing-frames, 
roundabouts and seesaws. To your relief, there is no sign of a 
Shikari warrior and so no need to detour. 

‘Stop!’ With a hoarse whisper, Peri tugs you into the 
protective shade of a tree. ‘Look more closely.’ You do and 
have to concede that Peri, for once, has cause for her 
wariness. There is something lacking in the recreation- 
ground—spontaneity. 

*Look at their necks,' urges Peri. Every Shikari woman 
and child has a small crimson mark on their necks. ‘An 
implant put there by the Rani. They're her slaves.’ 

Each of the Shikaris has also been fed a green maggot 
impregnated with a chemical that induces absolute sub- 
servience. Quite baldly, the ostensibly docile occupants of 
the recreation-ground will, given the opportunity, ex- 
terminate you! 


Your initial conclusion was wrong .. You will have to 
detour. Turn to 99. 
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142 
‘Supposing the gas is inflammable?’ you speculate as Peri 
directs the laser at the coffin lid. 

‘I doubt it,’ says Peri unconvincingly. ‘If you’re worried, 
go and stand in the corridor.’ 

By way of reply, you grip the combination-lock to prevent 
it dropping onto the recumbent Doctor when Peri completes 
the cutting operation. The gas does not ignite. And with the 
severance of the lock, the lid comes free. 

*Let's get him out of there,’ Peri instructs. ‘And walk him 
to get his circulation going.’ No feather-weight, the Doctor 
has you both sagging, but there is a flicker of life. 

*We should do this to music.’ 

"Despite the joke, welcome back, Doctor,’ you grin. 

*Never mind the pleasantries, what about the Time Des- 
tabilizer? Relieved or not, Peri isn't having the Doctor's 
sense of humour encouraged! 


Turn to 53. 


143 
Under pressure, it is always difficult to put oneself in the 
place of the enemy. Not to do so can be fatal. The beasts of 
the wild are motivated by very basic instincts. The most 
dominant being the compulsion to eat. Where then, would 
you expect them to congregate? 

Fairly obvious, isn't it? The feeding-truck. You didn't 
notice them because they sensibly kept in the shade of the 
truck. But you did not need to have been a genius to have 
anticipated their presence. Grateful for small mercies, they 
leap upon you... 


THE END 
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144 
The Doctor, Peri and the Shikari slide down the chute to join 
you. 

Гуе only got sixty seconds!” you yell. ‘After that I'll be 
reduced to a permanent catatonic—’ 

‘T heard.’ The Doctor is contemplating the mirrored room. 
“There has to be an antidote somewhere in here.’ 

‘I hope you're right.’ Peri sounds doubtful. 

‘I am. I know the Rani. She's well acquainted with the 
hazards of her profession. There'll be an antidote somewhere 
in the room. A precaution in case she herself were ever 
accidentally splattered by the spray.’ His attention is on a 
cylindrical glass pillar. His sensitive fingers trace the ornate 
frieze etched around its base. 


ІНЕ is 


cut is 


As they reach the dot, he smiles. ‘Aaah! Full stop! Of course!’ 
He presses. A small shelf swings out from the heart of the 

pillar. On it are seven bottles. Each contains a liquid of a 

different colour. None is labelled. One is the antidote. 


Which? 

The answer is in the frieze puzzle. 

You have thirty seconds left . . . 

Solve the puzzle, turn to 32. 

Or throw the dice. 

If you can throw the dice three times without getting a 5, turn to 
118. 

If, however, you do throw a 5, turn to 87. 
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145 
You had not been the sole witnesses of the battle with the 
Cryogenates. The Rani was watching on her scanner. With 
unbridled fury, she jammed home a lever. The klaxon’s 
blaring siren call penetrated every section of the Temple 
complex . . . including the dispensary. 


Turn to 135. 


146 
Magenta narcissi with mauve fronds, scarlet-petalled blue- 
bells and vermilion daffodils grow alongside pink bushes 
with plate-sized black flowers. Shading the exotic display are 
tall purple trees hung with indigo vines. 

*There's so much colour in there, it almost puts your outfit 
to shame,’ you quip to the Doctor. 

Not too certain he approves of your teasing reference to his 
sartorial taste, the Doctor thrusts open the garden's ornat 
wicket gate. y 

“Is that where we go next?” The apprehension in Peri's 
voice causes the Doctor to hesitate. 

“What's wrong, Peri?” 

“Those flowers.” 

‘Rather splendid, I thought.’ He is assuming Peri is re- 
ferring to the size of the blooms. Fed on a fertilizer for- 
mulated by the Rani, every plant's size has been increased a 
hundredfold. 

“A horticultural feast! You're beginning to emulate the 
Doctor! 

“A cannibalistic bonanza, more like!” ; 

*Flesh-eating? The Doctor's acceptance of Peri’s 
diagnosis is immediate. 

Yours isn’t. ‘Flies and beetles maybe, but not us, surely.’ 
The graceful plants sway invitingly, their enchanting 
blossoms innocently speckled with dew. 

In response to your cynicism, Orandar pulls a cube from 
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his pocket. ‘A protein substitute,’ he says, then aims it into 
the calyx of a crimson and yellow-striped begonia. The 
curved petals snap shut, trapping the cube. Within seconds, 
they relax, spread, awaiting their next snack—not a grain of 
the protein cube mars the pollen on the flower’s stamen. 

‘Can we bypass this extravaganza?” 

‘No, Doctor. Like a moat, this garden forms a circular 
deterrent around the outer buildings of the Temple.’ 

How then are you going to get through? The flowers grow 
in massed abundance. It would be impossible to walk past 
without brushing against their greedy sepals. 

‘Tarzan.’ Your suggestion. 

‘What?’ Is the Doctor surprised the suggestion came from 
you? 

‘Tarzan. We'll have to swing across on one of the vines.’ 

Brilliant. They are thick and sturdy, strong enough to bear 
your weight. But of the tangled, knotted vines, only one is 
secure. 


Look at the illustration on 147. Can you trace that secured 
vine? 

Is it A? B? C? or D? 

Choose A, and turn to 101. 

Choose B, and turn to 69. 

Choose C, and turn to 159. 

Choose D, and turn to 84. 
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148 
‘Come on,’ urges Peri. She is impatient to put as much 
distance as she can between you and the old lady. You have 
not the remotest idea why Peri was so peremptory with her. 

We're trusting nothing!’ she declares dogmatically. 
‘People or things!’ 

‘But really—what harm could an old lady cause?’ 

‘Plenty . . if she were the Rani.’ 

‘The Rani!’ 

‘In one of her many guises.’ 

You are tempted to ask more but Peri is in no mood for 
further explanations. 

‘Oh great!’ She has fetched up by the main highway. ‘Now 
tell me, how the heck do we cross that!’ 

She’s got a point. Dragster-styled buggies hot-rod every 
whichway at breakneck speed. Trying to nip between them 
would require the pace of a cheetah. But even a cheetah 
- would baulk at the prospect because protruding from the 
wheel-hubs of each vehicle are rapier-sharp, swirling knives. 
One touch from those scything blades and you would be 
mincemeat! 

You reconnoitre for an alternative way to reach the other 
side, and spot a footbridge . . . but it is being patrolled by a 
Shikari swirling his electrostatic net. There is also an under- 
pass where there is another Shikari . . . only he is beckoning 
in a friendly manner. Can you trust him? Dodging through 
those thundering buggies is out, unless you favour being 
sacrificed to those viciously honed blades. 


> 


So which is it to be. Will you choose— 
The footbridge, and turn to 50? 
The underpass, and turn to 94? 
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149 
The terra firma your parachute brings you to is the rough 
footpath traversing the valley. To the rear, a wide wrought- 
iron gate. And ahead are those reassuring companions, the 
Doctor and Peri. With relief, you hasten to rejoin them. 


Turn to 54. 


150 
Hissing fumes start seeping into the chamber. Sweet, sickly 
vapour . . . your breathing becomes shallow . . . your head 
muzzy ... Before sleep overwhelms you, the remorseless 
face of the Rani flicks up on the white screen. 

‘You will regret this intrusion, rash fool,’ her voice rasps. 
‘I shall take that minuscule mind, separate it from your body 
and thrust you into Time Anarchy.’ You try to focus your 
numbed brain. The harangue continues. ‘Having been re- 
leased from your physical body, you will also be released 
from Time Destiny. Your astral self will wander . . .’ 

The words are no longer intelligible. An incoherent jumble 
as an opiated slumber subdues you. Now the astral self the 
Rani mentioned is freed from constraint to roam over Des- 
tiny’s topography, regardless of time and space. 
Furthermore, not only your own destiny is available: that 
which is intended for others is transgressed. Such stuff is 
what nightmares are made of . . . hairy Ratapes . . . veined 
eyes... your bedroom on Earth... the TARDIS.. 
trains... buses... the Doctor .. green maggots.. а 
colony of bats . . . You are in a condition where past, present 
and future are meaningless concepts. Dante’s Inferno would, 
by comparison, be a haven of peace. j 

Concentrate! Concentrate! Can willpower repel the 
drugged sleep and haul you back to reality? Say the alphabet. 
‘A B D N— No use. Count! ‘One two eight thirty— Is there 
no lifeline back to sanity? 
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There is. 
In each of the following series, one item is an odd one out 
Can you spot which? 


Cheetah, alligator, lion, elephant, gorilla, turtle, wolf, 
badger. 

Cucumber, pea, artichoke, olive, rhubarb, cabbage, 
pumpkin, lettuce, onion. 

Acetylene, ammonia, butane, carbon dioxide, ether, 
methane, chloroform, propane, helium. 

Carmine, claret, ruby, vermilion, jade, puce, poppy, 
scarlet, cerise. 


Turn to 55. 


151 
You’ve revisited 104. 
Did you get the answer? If you think you did, turn to 125. 
If you've been unable to see the answer, throw 6 twice then 
turn to 42 and ask the Doctor. 


152 
“Well, here you are. Back safe and sound.’ Your eyes blink 
awake at the Doctor’s words. 
‘Back? Back where? On Earth? But what of the Time 
Limbo? The Time Destabilizer? The Rani?’ 
‘All dealt with. You chose to wait in the TARDIS. You 


- must have got so bored you dozed off.’ 


Dozed off? And missed all the adventure? Can't be. 

*Away you go,' says the Doctor opening the TARDIS 
door. 

You step outside. The motorcyclist zooms round the 
corner, the jogger jogs on, the shopper hurries past. You 
turn to Peri. You've a thousand questions. 

‘Did you find the Rani? What about the Shikari 
capturers? Was the Time Destabilizer . . .?' 
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Too late. The familiar lights flash as the TARDIS begins 
its dematerialization . . . You can’t believe it! You've missed 
out . . . and all because you obeyed orders . . .! 

You trudge away dispiritedly. The delivery-boy offers the 
package. ‘You live here?’ he asks. You nod. ‘Package for you. 
- Sign please.” 

You sign where he indicates. Still in a daze, you tear off the 
wrapping. It's a book. The title? Race Against Time! 


You open the book. If you want to read what's inside, go back 
tol... 


153 
“Look, Peri, Bi-cetorhinurus.’ Incredibly, the Doctor 
appears about to launch into an academic dissertation. 

Shuddering, Peri refuses to go nearer. ‘No thanks. 
_ Single-headed sharks give me the creeps.’ The snapping jaws 
have no appeal for you either. 

*You're missing the point. They are warm-water fish.’ He 
tugs his lapels impatiently. “The answer to our problem is in 
the Rani’s TARDIS.’ 

Peri still doesn’t get it. Do you? 

Eschewing clarification, the Doctor marches into the 
Control Room. 


If you want to try and think out the answer, browse again 
through 125. Note what the Rani is proposing to do to the 
Doctor. 

But don’t lose your place because there 1s no penalty for not 
finding the solution on this occasion. 

Turn to 37. 


154-155 


154 

‘Really my friend, you expect too much of me! Time Lords 
may be geniuses, but we are not supernatural gods.’ The 
Doctor, eschewing false modesty, is also frustrated by his 
inability to produce an answer to the arcing rods. 

‘Perhaps if you gave it some thought . . .’ Peri tentatively 
suggests. t 

“What do the pair of you think I’m doing? Pondering the 
theories of peripateticism?" he cries sarcastically. ‘Oh, stop 
bothering me! Go and ask the Shikari.’ 


Why not? After all, a self-proclaimed genius has given the 
advice. Turn to 39. 


155 
Boom! A rumbling peal echoes as you thud into the concave 
dish of a radio telescope. A noisy touchdown, but, thanks to 
the saucer-shape of the dish, a safe one. 

The next stage, dropping onto the blue loam, presents no 
hazards. Although anxious to rejoin the others, you linger to 
stuff a rock into the telescope’s directional cog. ‘That'll put a 
stop to the Rani's celestial fireworks,’ you mutter. 

Perhaps you should be giving more thought to your own 
predicament. You have landed in the environs of the 
Temple. But there is a snag. In recognition of the debt they 
owe to the Great Provider, the Shikari hunters have des- 
ignated the grounds a conservation area: it is a safari park. 

Naturally, the wild beasts that roam are not con- 
servationists. Quite the opposite. The boom that rang out 
when you thudded into the dish served as a summons from a 
dinner gong. Converging from every quarter are the hungry 
inmates: a grotesque army of bipeds, quadrupeds and de- 
` capods. Snapping at each other, they close іп on you. 
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There are two possible means of escape. 

To the North, just inside the perimeter fence, is a feeding-truck: 
its enclosed driving-cab offers refuge. 

To the South, a raised aqueduct conveys water to the building 
complex. 

Choose the feeding-truck, and turn to 143. 

Choose the aqueduct, and turn to 44. 


156 
You round on Peri and Orandar. ‘OK, rush off. Find the Time 
Destabilizer. And then what?” 

‘Destroy it!’ Peri is vehement. 

How? Without the Doctor you won't have a clue about 
handling the machine! Touch the wrong controls and you could 
set in train the very catastrophe we're risking our lives to avert!’ 

The cogent rationale achieves results. “When I last saw 
him, he was making for that corner,’ says Peri, pointing to a 
wedge- shaped building to the left. Remembering your last 
impetuous crossing of a threshold, you approach 
circumspectly. Even so, you’re ill prepared for the shock that 
awaits. 


Turn to 40. 


157 
‘Take the South entrance, Peri!’ Your yell is orchestrated by 
the demented yowls of the frustrated Ratapes. Pell-mell, Peri 
comes racing through the exit at record speed. Then stops! 

*What's wrong? 

Instead of breathing a sigh of relief, she stares in dismay at 
the object confronting you. A wardrobe. Slate-gray in colour, 
the sole decoration on the unprepossessing piece of furniture 

-is a series of circles. 

Trembling racks Peri's slim frame. It is as if someone, 
afflicted with vertigo, has been brought to the brink of a 
precipice. 


a 
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‘What is it, Peri?’ you ask softly. ‘Can you tell me?’ Her 
lips move but no sound is heard. ‘Why should a wardrobe 
scare you so?” А 

Barely audible, she croaks, “The Rani’s TARDIS} 

‘Isn’t that what we came for?’ you ask. 

‘Forgive me. The last time I was in there I almost died.’ 
She hugs herself in an attempt to regain her composure. 

‘Look on the bright side. We’ve found the Doctor.’ 
Perhaps optimism will help. 

But fear makes Peri more prosaic. ‘We’ve found the Rani’s 
TARDIS, that’s all.’ 

Quite true. You know the Doctor’s inside, but nothing 
more. Not even whether he’s alive or dead. If only you could 
be a fly on the wall... 


Turn to 126. 


158 
You make the intersection before the scouring, metallic 
tentacles. 

Perhaps Fate would have been kinder if you hadn’t. A 
swift demise is always preferable to a piecemeal departure. 
Alas, that is now academic. For you are not alone in seeking 
the haven of this sewer tributary. Octopuses, the authentic 
marine animal, have also chosen the same refuge from their 
robotic replica. And are they glad to see you! 

The size of grapefruits, tentacles tremulous with avid 
excitement, they swarm over you, their tiny mouths 
nibbling . . . nibbling. . . 


THE END 
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159 
*Aaaah-ouch!" Vine С is not secured and you аге 
dropping . . . dropping... dropping... onto the well- 
upholstered cushion of a scarlet chrysanthemum. 

But the chrysanthemum is suffering from indigestion. 
Something it ate last night didn’t go down too well. Re- 
jected, you roll thankfully to the ground... where a 
cluster of brown snowdrops, used only to receiving crumbs 
spilt from the taller flowers, eagerly demonstrate there is 
nothing amiss with their digestive tracts .. . 


THE END 


160 
Congratulations. The Universe is saved. You walk 
triumphantly from the dematerializing TARDIS. Earth is 
bright again. People are no longer statues. As they pass, 
they little realize that, but for your heroic efforts, they 
might have been spinning through time back to the 
primeval slime. 

‘Package for you.’ It’s the delivery-boy. You take the 
package. 

‘Sign here.’ 

You scribble your signature, anxious to see what the 
package contains. You tear off the wrapping. A tape. You 
hurry indoors and insert it in the cassette player. 

‘This is the Doctor speaking.’ As if you wouldn’t recog- 
nize his voice after all you’ve been through together! ‘I want 
to place on record my appreciation of your endeavours. But 
for you—well, that’s too awful to contemplate. I know I 
should have said this on your journey home. But I share the 
reticence that is your natural characteristic.’ 

‘Oh don’t be so long-winded! Just say thanks.’ Peri, as 
ever! 

You smile. But you should know better. There is in- 
evitably a sting in the tail where the Doctor’s concerned. 


160 


‘Reluctant though I am to mar sucha happy occasion, I feel 
compelled to ask you to bear in mind a sobering fact. Out 
there in the myriad galaxies, another Time Traveller still 
lurks—The Rani . . 


THE END 
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Time Limbo—the worst possible place for a Time 
Lord to be! 


Your goal is to help the Doctor reach and defuse the | 
Time Destabilizer, an invention that threatens not 
just the Solar System, not just the Galaxy, but the 
entire Universe! If you fail, you will be suspended for 
all eternity in a vacuum with no light, no dark, no 
beginning, no end. 


This is the biggest challenge you've ever faced. The 
decisions you make will shape the destiny of all life 
in the galaxy, so do your best to 


FIND YOUR FATE... 


TM*: "Find Your Fate" is a Trademark of Random House, Inc. 
Cover illustration by Romas features Colin Baker as The Doctor, 
and Nicola Bryant as Peri. 
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